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Summary: Adrian was a Patient at smith's grove. She took a liking to 
a certain masked murderer, and without noticing it so did he. When 
she was released Michael vowed to find her no matter what. It's 
better than it sounds please read 


1 . Smith ' s Grove 

**A/N: Like I said in the authors note before, this story is 
currently being rewritten. Some chapters may be different than the 
ones that I had before. But I think most will be cleaned up and 
lengthened. The storyline is mainly the same. Michael may still seem 
a little OOC and for that I apologize but it is fanfiction and I hope 
that you enjoy the story either way. It takes place within the 
remakes . * * 

**Adrian is now 18 when the story begins. I still think she's about 
four years younger than our masked killer? I'm not entirely too sure. 
However I don't think four years is a huge age difference at least 
not in adults because the difference between 10 and 14 seems like a 
lifetime. However 18 and 22 not so much. Her only sibling in this 
version is Alex because the others didn't matter so there was no 
point in mentioning them at all. Her basic appearance is the same. 
Hair that's been dyed a dark red, she has a heart shaped faze, hazel 
eyes and an average body shape. As average as a mixed girls body is, 
she's also 5'4. She's a shrimp compared to Michael. ** 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own Halloween or It's characters . * * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It was safe to say that Adrian hated Smith's Grove. She hated 
everything from the white walls to it's sterile smell and even the 
employees. Smith's Grove was hell for the sick and the crazy. Having 
been sent there nearly two and half years before, Adrian was used to 
the place. She like any other adolescent on the face of the earth had 



issues. Adrian had never been very skilled at hiding her true 
emotions, when she was mad you knew, when she was happy you knew and 
when she was sad you knew. She struggled with severe mood swings and 
crippling depression. As a young child she was rather happy, then 
again most children are because they aren't aware of how cruel the 
world really is. It was when she hit her preteen years that her happy 
demeanor began to fade. Playing with her friends outside took a back 
seat to school work that she struggled to understand. Asking for help 
was not an option because she feared being laughed at by her peers. 
Her performance was less than excellent which did not sit well with 
her parents. She was put under a tremendous amount of pressure 
because of it. At the time it felt like it would crush her. Though as 
she moved through middle school and into high school she didn't care 
as much. While she continued to be hounded by her parents about her 
grades and her future that she would surely fuck in some way, Adrian 
found that she no longer cared. Somewhere along the way, she had a 
found a switch that allowed her to turn of the guilt she felt for 
disappointing her parents. Though on the rare occasions she did find 
herself caring, she did something she never really thought was wrong. 
She hurt herself, though not in any ways she felt earned herself a 
one way trip to hell. A cut here and a burn there did not seem like 
something to make s big deal of. However one of her teachers thought 
differently. It was because of a particularly observant teacher that 
she was sent to Smith's Grove. After she had opened her mouth to her 
parents and the counselor of the school, Adrian was sent to be 
evaluated. She was asked a series of questions, had pictures of her 
brain taken and been checked throughout her body for scars from self 
inflicted injury. To her own shock she was deemed a danger to herself 
which could lead to her being a danger to others. To her dismay she 
was sent away. Sent to a place she'd only seen in movies. For the 
past two and a half years Adrian was forced to eat when someone told 
her to eat, sleep when the lights were turned off, sit with a 
counselor in silence for an hour a day in hopes of her revealing her 
darkest thoughts and socializing when she was told it was time to 
socialize. Adrian quickly got used to the routine, it wasn't 
difficult to follow. Her life within the sanitarium made her feel 
like a robot, doing the same thing day in and day out. As her first 
days in there turned into weeks, months and years Adrian could not 
help but resent the teacher that had started her journey. She 
couldn't understand why her teacher couldn't simply keep her mouth 
shut and do what she was paid to do. Which was to babysit a bunch of 
spoiled and dramatic teenagers. The job didn't sound too difficult 
yet this teacher had to go above and beyond to poke her nose where it 
didn't belong. <p> 

Adrian sat by the window in the cafeteria watching as the clouds 
moved in front of the sun. She watched the branches of the nearby 
trees sway from the force of the wind, clearly it was going to rain 
but there was no thunder or lighting. It wasn't a storm that was 
coming but a small shower. The teenage girl was so focused on the 
outside world that she didn't notice someone come up behind 
her . 

"Still pretty as ever I see" Adrian couldn't help but jump when she 
heard a deep voice behind her. She then let a small smile grace her 
lips as she turned to look at her brother. Her brother a man she 
loved more than she loved anyone else on the planet. Alex was the one 
person that connected her to the outside world. He's the only one 
that would visit her when he could; god forbid her parents made the 
trip to see their only daughter. He was the only one that kept her 



sane while she was in Smith's Grove. The only person she could ever 
count on when she was growing up. Alex had always had her back and 
protected her from the bad things when he could. She didn't believe 
there was a stronger bond that could exist between a sister and her 
older brother. 

Adrian stood from where she sat then proceeded to launch herself into 
the open arms of her brother. She did this every time she saw him so 
he was ready for her when her arms wrapped tightly around his mid 
section. "Alex!" She couldn't help but squeal as she breathed in his 
all too familiar scent. Over the years it changed from overbearing 
body spray to a more bearable cologne. Even so their was a scent that 
was uniquely his. 

Alex gave a small laugh that rumbled throughout his chest as his arms 
circled around her smaller frame. He couldn't help but notice the 
weight she seemed to lose since he'd last been to visit her. He could 
only assume it was because she wasn't eating. She'd made it very 
clear that the food in Smith's Grove reminded her of the plastic toy 
food that came with a kitchen set. Though he refused to mention that 
she needed to eat on the account of it would only earn him an eye 
roll from her. She wouldn't listen. She rarely ever did. "How you 
been?" He questioned before placing a kiss on the top of her 
head . 

"Shitty." She replied into his chest. It was an answer Alex had heard 
many times and it always made his heart ache when he did. He knew 
Adrian didn't like where she was. Hell he didn't like it either. He 
asked her how she was in hopes that the answer would change but sadly 
it never did. 

Adrian tightened her hold on her brother, she feared that if she let 
him go he would disappear. A part of her knew that wouldn't happen 
though it didn't stop her from clinging to the only support she'd 
ever had. 

Alex had to all but pry her off of him so that he could sit at one of 
the nearby tables. Of course once he had sat down she was by his side 
again. "I haven't seen you in a while. Tell me what's been going 


It didn't take long for Adrian to think of a reply. "Nothing, nothing 
at all." She let out a sigh. "I do the same thing every day." 

"Don't you have any friends?" He questioned curious. 

She let out a humorless laugh. Friends? Why would she have friends? 
Most of the patients were incapable of holding any sort of 
conversation. Be it because they didn't want to or because they were 
too drugged up to be able to speak. The doctors were rarely ever seen 
as they usually hid away in their office when they didn't need to 
speak with patients that were so clearly beneath them. The nurses 
were lost in their own little world, too busy gossiping about other 
patients to realize that some of them were worth getting to know. Not 
all of them were completely insane but Adrian couldn't care less. She 
didn't need a reason to like the sanitarium, she was fine with hating 
the place and waiting for the day when she would get to leave. "No, I 
don't have any friends." Came her simple reply. 

"Why not?" He questioned like she knew he would 



And while normally Adrian would have came up with an answer that 
could make him laugh, she didn't feel much like being funny. "Because 
I don't" She replied curtly. 

Upon hearing the finality in her voice Alex said nothing more on the 
subject. Instead her went about explaining what was going on in his 
own life as she listened quietly with her head on his shoulder. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN Yay, chapter one done as most of the chapters that I 
had written up until the point that I stopped. I added in a couple of 
new chapters here and there which was why it took me so long to 
update. I was trying to figure out where I want the story to go. For 
the most part I think I have it but things do change. We'll see what 
happens. ** 


2. Noticing Michael 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own Halloween or it's characters . * * 
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><p>It had been a week since Alex last went to visit Adrian and she 
found herself waiting in the cafeteria for him arrive. Before Alex 
left the week before he had promised to be back. While she knew that 
her brother was good at keeping his promises, she couldn't help but 
find herself worried that something might happen that would lead to 
him cancelling. Throughout the week she waited for the dreaded call 
from him. She was used to expecting the worse while hoping for the 
best. However his call never did come and she took it as a sign that 
he was going to keep his word a show up. Which led to her sitting in 
the cafeteria by herself with one of the nurses sitting near her; 
being paid not to keep an eye on her but to read a magazine. The 
nurses knew that Adrian wasn't one to act out. They've all been 
around her enough times to know that she was relatively calm. Much 
calmer than the other patients. Adrian knew that whichever nurse was 
called to watch over her was lucky indeed because it was one of the 
rare times they didn't need to stand at attention. Adrian often 
caught her supervisors slacking in their duties when they were around 
her only to come to attention when they knew someone else was 
approaching. She didn't mind as long as they left her 
alone . <p> 

Adrian knew that she was early in waiting for her brother to arrive. 
The cafeteria alone was empty for the time being as most of the other 
patients were probably in their rooms or in their own sessions with 
their doctors. But she had nothing else to do, nothing else she 
wanted to do. The cafeteria had the biggest windows that showed the 
outside world. Even if it wasn't Alex's day to visit she would be 
sitting where she was at that moment wishing she could breathe in the 
fresh air without bars surrounding her. Adrian opened the journal 
that was in her hand; flipping through it to an empty page for her to 
write. It was one of the few things that brought her joy. She wrote 
everything that came to her mind, letting the pencil glide over the 
page almost on it's own. She never did dwell on what she was writing 
because it didn't matter. It just made her feel better, it passed the 
time. When she was writing she could almost forget where she was. 



_Almost_. 

After what felt like only a few minutes of writing, Adrian felt a 
soft tap on her shoulder. Her visitor approached silently not wanting 
to disturb or startle her. Her hand stopped moving when she felt his 
touch and she set the pencil down before closing her journal. An all 
to familiar smile graced her lips as she looked up to her brother 
returning her smile, without much warning she set the journal down 
and threw herself into his arms. Alex had yet to be caught off guard 
when she did that; always bracing himself. Perhaps she was much too 
easy to read or maybe he simply knew her so well that he could 
predict what she was going to do before she did it. They stood in a 
silent embrace for a short time, they had a habit of greeting each 
other like they hadn't seen one another in ten years. That's what it 
always felt like to Adrian and considering that he could be deployed 
at any moment it wasn't too far off. Better to have a grand hello and 
meaningful goodbye while they had the chance . It was only when they 
heard others approaching the cafeteria that they separated. 

They both took their seats at opposite sides of a table. Alex was the 
first to speak. "How was your week?" 

Adrian shrugged. "It was boring. How was yours?" 

"Boring." He replied as he mimicked her. 

It was small simple conversations like these that Adrian hated. When 
they both stepped on cautious ground and watched their words. Awkward 
tension would fill the air around them as neither of them really said 
anything important because there was nothing to say. Adrian wanted 
out. Her eighteen birthday had come and pass she was technically an 
adult and she was waiting for him to tell her that she could go home. 
She couldn't understand how she was still being kept in such a place 
if she hadn't really been any trouble since she was admitted. She 
wanted nothing more than to go home or rather be free because home 
was anything but freeing. Most of the time she wouldn't even bring up 
the subject because she knew Alex was doing his best. Their parents 
were not easy people to reason with and if they wanted her to stay in 
Smiths ' s Grove they would find a way to make it happen. Adrian 
couldn't help but wonder if it was because they were genuinely 
concerned for her safety or because they would rather let someone 
else deal with her. either way it didn't matter; with each passing 
day Adrian became more and more restless. Having reached her limit 
within her to tolerate such a place she felt that if she didn't leave 
soon she would truly go insane. Then no sooner of her going insane 
she would need heavy drugs to calm her. She could only handle her 
freedom being taken from her for so long and she reached her limit a 
while back. Though her struggle never showed as she tried her best to 
keep it within her. She would have rather died than let the ones 
around her know how miserable she really was. She blamed everyone in 
the sanitarium for her misery. 

"Alex, I want to go home." She said finally. "I am sick of this place 
and I don't see why I have to stay here anymore. I'm fine, I've been 
fine." She struggled to keep her voice down as she spoke. Adrian 
didn't miss the spark of sadness in Alex's eyes. She tried to push 
down the guilt she felt for causing such a look. 

Alex took her hands and held then tightly, trying to reassure her. 
"I'll get you out of here soon." Soon was an undetermined amount of 



time and Adrian hoped that it would happen before she lost all sense 
of reason. Never did she think a place could make a person go insane. 
But when you spent your days being treated like you were a disease 
someone else could catch, it was difficult to feel anything but 
mad . 

Adrian turned her head to the side, willing the tears that were 
threatening to fall away. The last thing she wanted to do was cry. 

She hadn't cried in a year and she didn't want to start. While she 
had her head turned, she saw two guards that looked anything but 
happy with their jobs take their post at either side of the entrance. 
She watched as their eyes followed a man who was easily over six feet 
tall -she guessed about six feet seven or eight inches-and a nurse 
walk over to table at the far end of the the cafeteria. It was only 
when he sat down did she noticed that a hand made mask covered his 
face . 

The identity of the masked man dawned on her fairly quickly and 
Adrian found herself smiling. She had read articles about him 
murdering his sister, her boyfriend and his step father on Halloween 
night. She knew that he'd been spending his days in Smith's Grove 
since he was a young boy but she didn't think she or anyone else 
would be seeing him outside of his room. In fact, until that moment 
she was sure he hadn't been out of his room. At least not while other 
patients were around. 

From the corner of her eye Adrian could see her brother follow her 
gaze. "Who's that?" He questioned after a moment. 

"Michael Myers." Adrian couldn't keep the hint of admiration from her 
tone. Since before she was admitted to this god forsaken place she 
had developed a rather strange admiration for the killer. She'd heard 
and read the stories. Cold blooded killer, no sense of a heart within 
him. She'd also heard what the nurses and guards say about him. They 
weren't shy about bring him into any conversation, he was a well 
known patient. He had planted a seed of fear within anyone who had 
heard of him. Adrian supposed that the only reason she admired him 
was becaused he seemed not to care at all. Michael murdered three 
people in cold blood, clearly knowing that there would be 
consequences . But consequences be dammed he did it anyway. It wasn't 
what he did that caught her attention but his lack of caring. She had 
yet to find anyone that didn't feel any type of shame or remorse for 
their actions. Someone that did what they wanted. She supposed that 
was what psychopaths were like. No empathy no emotion. She was 
nothing like that and she found herself wishing she was. Because 
maybe then she wouldn't be burdened with the raging emotions within 
her. While Adrian had thought that her interest in Michael was 
nothing romantic, she couldn't help but notice how the room faded 
while she zeroed in on him. 

Alex nodded in understanding. Adrian told him the stories as did many 
others around their hometown. He didn't seem anymore interested in 
Michael than his nurse or anyone else in the cafeteria. She knew that 
she was staring too long, her brother raised an eyebrow at her and 
she could feel his eyes watching her closely. She somehow mustered up 
the strength to tear her eyes away from Michael and back to her 
visitor . 

Alex chose not to say anything about his sister staring at a known 
killer. He thought it was nothing more but curiosity. Instead he told 



Adrian about the house he'd recently bought that he planned to 
renovate. He wanted it to be more like him instead of the housewife 
that no doubt had lived there before. It was a project he seemed to 
be excited about finishing and Adrian couldn't help but feel happy 
for her brother. He had promised that she would love the way it 
turned out and she believed him. 

Time seemed to move quickly as she listened to him talk because all 
too soon did the time come in which it was time for him to leave. 
Adrian did little to hide the disappointment she felt knowing that he 
had to leave and that she had to wait to see him again. Her brother 
soon pulled her into a tight hug. "I'll see you next week." He said 
as soon as had let her go. She only nodded with a sad smile on her 
face. With another kiss to her head he turned to leave; waving as he 
walked out . 

As soon as he was out of sight, Adrian sat back down and rested her 
head on the table. She felt emotionally exhausted and was just about 
ready for a nap. She tried so hard to keep her emotions from bubbling 
up that when they did it drained her physically. She kept her head 
down for an unknown amount of time, practically falling asleep where 
she sat. The only reason she didn't was because she suddenly felt 
like someone was watching her. She could all but feel someone's eyes 
burning a hole into her back. Adrian tried to ignore it, sure that it 
wasn't her the person was looking at but as time ticked on the 
feeling became too much. She lifted her head from the table and 
scanned the room. She hadn't realized that other patients had entered 
the room but none of them were looking at her. She was just about to 
shake off the feeling until her eyes landed on a mask. Or rather the 
eyes behind the mask that were looking straight at her. His gaze did 
not falter as her eyes fell on him. His face was devoid of any 
emotion, his eyes unblinking. She stared at him staring at her for 
what felt like hours until she stood from where she sat. Before she 
could comprehend what she was doing, her feet carried her closer to 
Michael's table. His eyes did not leave her while she walked. 

She hesitated to say anything when she reached his table, his eyes 
seem to have her in a daze. She only found the ability to speak when 
she began to focus on a spot behind him. "Hello, My name's 
Adrian . " 


3. Befriending 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own Halloween or it's characters . * * 
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><p>Michael didn't respond when Adrian greeted him though she'd 
expected as much. She knew that he barely responded to what anyone 
said. He was hardly responsive at all from what she'd heard. If it 
wasn't for the fact that he was an unpredictable murderer, she was 
sure he'd be a dream patient. Adrian waited a few minutes to say 
anything more to him. She allowed herself to continue to focus on the 
spot behind his head; sure that if she looked directly at him he 
would pull her back into the void of his stormy blue eyes. She could 
feel his eyes still on her and she had to wonder why he had yet to 
look away. She guessed it was her lack of fright around him. She'd 
willingly walked over to him with no hint that she was afraid. Adrian 
had to resist the urge to talk in order to fill the silence that hung 



between them. It was a deafening silence and keeping her mouth shut 
turned out to be a task and a half. But she was determined not to say 
anything. Instead of talking Adrian chose to take a seat on the table 
top near Michael. It wasn't her smartest decision, in fact it was 
pretty stupid. She was within arms lengthen of someone who could 
probably snap her neck before she had time to blink. If she was 
scared, Adrian didn't show it. She simply sat there and finally let 
her eyes fall on him once again. <p> 

His eyes remained emotionless as he was looking at her. However 
Adrian did notice that he had tilted his head to the side just 
slightly. Perhaps her sitting so close to him had surprised him; if 
it did she wasn't able to tell. "I've never seen you out here before, 
I'm assuming they don't let you out much." Yes, the silence had 
finally gotten to her and she felt the need to say something, 
anything. Looking at him was causing emotions to stir within her; 
emotions that she didn't want to think were associated with 
him . 

Adrian could hear footsteps approaching the table they were at and 
turned her head slightly. She saw a man who looked no older than 
thirty with dark brown hair looking down at the clipboard in his 
hands as he walked. He was obviously one of the doctors. She took 
notice in the way he walked, almost like he was in a hurry. To her, 
he seemed eager as if he hadn't been working too long and was still 
looking forward to "helping" his patients. During her time there 
Adrian learned how to tell the difference between a new doctor and an 
experienced doctor. It wasn't just age alone but the way they carried 
themselves. They all seemed to have a different aura about them. It 
was easy to tell them apart. She was sure it was easy for the other 
patients to tell as well. She wondered how long the new one would 
last . 

The doctor failed to notice Adrian sitting on the table as he took 
his own seat with his eyes still on whatever he was looking at. She 
decided not to say anything, he would notice sooner or later. "Hello, 
Michael. I'm sorry I'm late. . ." The doctor trailed off as he 

finally looked up and noticed Adrian. 

"Is this a friend of yours?" He questioned as he turned back to 
Michael. Both Adrian and the doctor waited, for what she wasn't sure. 
As predicted, he didn't answer so she decided to answer for 
him. 

"Yes, I'm a friend of Michael's. My name's Adrian." Her eyes shifted 
from Michael to the doctor. 

The doctor smiled at her and she found herself returning it with a 
smile of her own. "It's a pleasure to meet you Adrian. I'm Dr. Ethan 
McCarthy. It's good to know that Michael has a friend." Adrian 
noticed that up close Dr McCarthy was a hottie. He had a boyish face 
with no facial hair and dark brown eyes. He was hot in a clean cut 
prep school kind of way. Attractive yes but not someone she could see 
herself liking. 

Without too much delay Adrian hopped off the table and nodded at both 
men. "I'll just leave you two now and head back to my room. It's was 
nice meeting you Dr. McCarthy. Bye Michael." She gave them both one 
last smile before turning and heading for the exit. As she walked she 
could feel someone's eyes on her and she was almost sure she knew who 



those eyes belonged to. 


* * 


* 


><p>The next morning, Adrian woke up feeling better than she had the 
day before. It was not unusual for her to cry as much as her body 
would allow before going to sleep and waking up feeling ten times 
better than she thought she would. She'd done it a lot in the 
beginning. She felt that letting herself cry alone in her room was 
better than any therapy anyone could offer her. That morning she 
stayed in her bed longer than she normally would have. Her bed always 
seemed more comfortable after a hard day. She could have easily let 
herself fall back asleep and possibly stay in bed for the entire day 
but she decided against it. forcing herself out of bed was the best 
thing that she could possibly do. Staying in bed all day would just 
make her lazy and the cycle would continue. Not wanting to fall into 
a slump, Adrian forced herself to get out of bed. If she didn't make 
her presence known soon then someone would come and check on her. She 
got enough of that throughout the day. Once she had changed into 
fresh clothes and brushed her teeth, she left her room to go roam. 

One of the minor perks of being a slightly sane person was that you 
could walk around a bit without someone being with you the entire 
time. Nurses did ask her questions when she passed them but none were 
her shadow. For the moment, she had time to herself to just 
be . <p> 

While she was walking she saw Dr. McCarthy. He'd noticed her about 
the same time she noticed him. They both exchanged a smile as they 
came to a stop in front of one another. Like the day before he was 
the first one to speak. "Adrian, how are you today?" 

"Not so bad. Dr. McCarthy. How are you?" 

"I'm well thank you." There was a pause in their conversation as Dr. 
McCarthy tapped his fingers on his clipboard. "I'm glad we ran into 
each other because I wanted to ask you something." 

"Feel free to ask." 

"Would you mind doing be a favor?" 

Adrian raised an eyebrow wondering what a doctor would need from a 
patient. "Sure. What's the favor?" 

"Would you mind sitting down and talking to Michael again?" 

"You want me to talk. . .to Michael?" She questioned, sure she'd 
heard incorrectly. 

"Yes. When you left yesterday I saw that Michael watched you leave. 
That in itself was surprising, it was the most I'd seen him do since 
I began working with him. I'm sure it was something to do with the 
fact that he's so used to dealing with doctors and nurses. In a way 
we're all the same, we have the same goal and we tend to speak the 
same language. You're also the only other person that's willing to go 
near him besides myself. Though you and I are not the same. You could 
probably connect with him more. So I was hoping that you could sit 
with him in our visiting room? I won't be with you of course. I'll be 
waiting just outside to give you two your own space but I won't be 
far that way if you need me you can call for me. I'm interested to 



see if there is any change in his behavior when you leave." 

Adrian had to think about his proposal for a moment. This doctor was 
offering her a chance to see Michael again. He wanted them to be in 
the same room together. She had to wonder if this man knew what he 
was doing if he was ready to leave someone in a room with Michael 
Myers by themselves and have them come out alive. Not that she was 
afraid to be anywhere near him, her actions the day before had proved 
as much. However she could see where he was coming from. The man was 
hired to watch Michael and for whatever reason Adrian had dragged out 
something new from him. Showing interest in another person was sure 
to be a shock from a person who was unresponsive all the time. She 
only knew this because she listed to the staff talk about him on 
several occasions. "I could do that." She said with a small nod of 
her head. What he was asking wasn't too much and if Adrian was being 
honest with herself she wanted to see him again. She pretended not to 
know why. 

Dr. McCarthy smiled widely at her. "Great. Is now a good 
time? " 


Adrian let out a small laugh at how eager the doctor seemed to be to 
have his results. It was cute, he reminded her of a happy child 
getting what they wanted. 

"Now is perfect." Adrian said as she returned his smile. 

Not long after Dr. McCarthy was leading Adrian down a long brightly 
lit hallway to a single room at the end. The visiting room was mostly 
used as the therapy room. Adrian knew it well seeing as she had an 
arranged meeting with her own doctor every week. Not to say that she 
didn't see her doctor almost everyday in her passing along the hall 
or in group sessions. The visiting room was just a place in which she 
saw her alone for an extended amount of time. The room was empty when 
she entered it so she took a seat on one of the nearby chairs as the 
doctor excused himself to leave the room. Adrian didn't have to wait 
long for Michael to arrive, three minutes at the most. 

The first thing Adrian noticed when Michael walked into the room was 
that his arms and legs were in chains. A part of her couldn't help 
wonder if it was really necessary. Was he really that dangerous and 
unpredictable? The other part of her knew that he was. Many incidents 
had to have led to him being chained up and these people were just 
trying to protect themselves. However it didn't mean that she liked 
the sight of him being chained because she didn't. She could feel his 
eyes on her as he sat down but she had yet to meet his mesmerizing 
blue orbs. Too her it felt like Michael was watching every move she 
made, if her fingers twitched, if her eyes shifted to look at another 
part of him, the rise and fall of her chest while she took a breath. 
It felt like he noticed everything. She struggled to figure out if 
this was actually the case or if she was just hyper aware of his 
presence which made her notice things she did that would otherwise be 
natural . 

The silence lasted a long time, at one point Michael's gaze shifted 
to the ground quickly blocking out her presence. Adrian couldn't find 
anything to say. Hello was much too common and she knew that he 
wouldn't respond. She couldn't ask him anything because all she would 
get in return was silence. And the silence was quickly getting to 
her. Being so aware of him also made her aware of how she was acting. 



On the outside she was sure she looked fine but on the inside she 
couldn't have felt more awkward. She didn't think that she would ever 
be in this situation and Dr. McCarthy had definitely caught her off 
guard with his request. The doctor did ask her to sit and talk to 
him. She got the sitting part down pat but what in the hell was she 
supposed to talk about? 
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><p><strong>Michael<strong> 

Michael hadn't expected to see the girl again, the one who called 
herself Adrian. However there she was in the room with him. She had 
yet to say a thing to him, from the way she was squirming in her seat 
he could only think that she was uncomfortable. He made many people 
uncomfortable, not many would willingly go near him. Most seemed to 
be afraid of him and he couldn't deny that things were better that 
way because no one bothered him. Though this girl. . .this girl was 
different. Not even twenty four hours before did she walk up to him 
and introduce herself. This came as quite a shock to Michael, not 
that he would ever let it show. Adrian was the first person that he 
could remember that didn't seem afraid of him. The first person in a 
long time that didn't have the look of fear in their eyes when they 
talked to him. She sat at is table, silent just like him until Dr. 
Loomis replacement showed up. Now wasn't much different, thick 
silence hung in the air between the two. Michael was used to it, not 
having talked for the better part of fifteen years. He forgot what 
his own voice sounded like, not that he was interested to know. What 
started out as a big "fuck you" to the world turned into him not 
having anything to say. Michael had been silent for years and in a 
way he liked it. It kept people guessing, put them on edge when they 
were around him. Much like Adrian was. while his head was turned to 
the ground, he could still see her glancing around the room, rubbing 
her hands together, crossing and uncrossing her legs. All signs o 
restlessness, she was going to say something soon. It was like a need 
for the rest of the human race. The sound of voices was needed to 
block out the silence. He liked the silence. 

Michel watched as Adrian picked up her chair and brought it closer to 
him. She had yet to say a word and it gave him way too much time to 
think. He was curious to know why the girl seemed so at ease around 
him. From the day before to that moment he didn't seem to bother her. 
He hadn't seen one trace of fear within her. She'd even told is new 
doctor that she was his friend. But Michael didn't have any friends? 
Not when he was a child and certainly not after. He was someone who 
was always alone, being poked with needles and sedated most of his 
days. The closest thing he had to a friend was Dr. Loomis and he was 
now gone. Much like everyone else who decided to enter his life. No, 
he didn't have friends. Yet she declared herself his friend after 
knowing him no more than five minutes. The girl was a strange one 
indeed and he couldn't deny that she intrigued him if only a 
little . 

Then she finally spoke. "You know. Dr. McCarthy asked me to come see 
you." Michael no longer had to wonder why Adrian was in the room with 
him or why someone would allow it. The mystery was solved as soon as 
the words left her mouth. His new doctor had asked her to. This 
brought on many new questions. Like whether her introducing herself 
to him was because of McCarthy. Had he initiated their first meeting? 
It was possible. Why else would the girl be talking to him? 



"He thinks that after being around me there will be a difference in 
your behavior." 

He almost nodded in understanding. This now made a lot more sense. He 
knew that there was no reason a sane person would choose to be around 
him. Not with his habits. This was all because of McCarthy, a man 
that Michael would have to deal with at a later time. At that moment 
he was just going to focus on the girl that didn't know she was about 
to take her last breath. He was no stranger to taking someone's life. 
He had taken four that Halloween night and another not long after; 
all before he hit his preteens. Since he'd been there he had taken a 
few more because some people thought it would be funny to antagonize 
them. However it wasn't so funny when he retaliated. His fingers 
flexed as he let the all too familiar rage make itself known. It was 
a blinding rage that he was used to. It could consume him when he 
allowed it too and truth be told it brought him comfort. This rage 
had been with him since he was a child, it accompanied him into 
adulthood. It was his only companion. 

Adrian sat in her chair unaware of Michael's thoughts. She talked a 
bit more about the doctor and how nice she thought he was though he 
barely heard a word she said. "I'm glad he asked me to come and talk 
to you. It gave me a chance to see you again." She continued to say 
as her eyes shifted to the floor, he could see a light shade of pink 
appearing on her cheeks. He wasn't listening because he didn't care 
about what she had to say. At the moment he just wanted her 
dead . 

Without any type of warning Michael stood from his seat; Adrian 
barley had time to react before his hand was around her neck. She was 
cut off from any type of oxygen as he dragged her closer to him. 

There was little to no space between them as he looked into her eyes, 
his no longer blue but a pitch black. "Michael, please. . 1-let go. . 
." She hardly managed to choke out. But he wouldn't, he was prepared 
to tighten his grip. That was until she brought her hand up to his. 
She grasped his hand as firmly as she could while her other hand 
lifted and she brushed it along the one that wasn't around her neck 
before taking complete hold of it. She attempted to take a small step 
back but Michael's grip wouldn't let her. "Michael. . ." She said in 

a calm voice; calmer than it should have been with him cutting off 
her air supply. She gave his hand a tight squeeze and for some reason 
he found himself loosening his grip. His hand was still holding her 
by her neck but now she was able to breathe. 

Michael felt Adrian ' fingers running back and forth along his hands, 
when he looked at her he saw no fear in her eyes. He wanted to know 
why. Why was she not afraid of him?! Why hadn't he killed her if he 
had the perfect opportunity? Why didn't he move away from her if he 
wasn't going to kill her? Why did he seem to like it when she touched 
him? As soon as he felt her, he relaxed if only slightly. He removed 
his hand from her neck but he didn't move away from her, just like 
she didn't let go over his hands. She kept them in a firm grip; he 
could have easily pulled away. The problem was, he didn't want to. 
There were only three things Michael was focused on. _Soft hands. 

Warm hands. Pretty eyes._ 
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><pXstrong>AN I hope you guys are enjoying the story so far. I want 



to thank you for reading. For those of you who read the old version 
how are you liking this one?** 


4. Good news or Bad news? 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own anything.** 
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><p>After what happened with Michael, Dr. McCarthy was more than a 
little hesitant to let Adrian near him again. As important as his 
patient was, he was not willing to risk the girls safety for him. Of 
course when he asked he knew there would be risks, he just didn't 
think anything would happen so soon. It took a lot of convincing from 
Adrian to reconsider his decision. Even then he wasn't sold on the 
idea which took a lot more reassuring. In the end he hesitantly 
agreed but on a few conditions. There needed to be two guards outside 
the room in the event that something happened. Adrian also had to 
promise that she would not try to handle Michael on her own if he 
attacked her again. Her surviving the first encounter was one miracle 
that wasn't likely to happen again. After all was said and done 
Adrian still had to wait a few more days until she was allowed to see 
him again. Dr. McCarthy could authorize a visit here and there but 
for Michael to have visitors constantly and occasionally leave his 
room McCarthy had to get permission. Luckily for him and Adrian, his 
boss had a good amount of faith in him. His boss trusted the young 
doctors judgement and Adrian could tell that he took pride in 
that . <p> 

Now Adrian was walking down the hallway that led to Michael's room. 
She couldn't help but notice how secluded his room was. He was apart 
from nearly every other patient. Again, she had to wonder if that was 
really necessary. In a way she could understand the chains he wore 
when he left his room, and the guards that followed him wherever he 
went. It made sense, he could lash out. However, having his room so 
far? That she couldn't understand. She didn't see the point in having 
him so closed off. Did anyone really think that the location of his 
room would stop him from doing anything? She knew that it wouldn't 
but if it made these people feel safer than far be it for her to 
bring up the obvious. 

She managed a soft "Hi" that went ignored as she came to a stop in 
front of the door. One of the guard turned to open Michael's room. 
Sadly Adrian was used to this kind of treatment when it came to 
guards and orderly's. Most of them thought that the patients in 
Smith's Grove held no real value as a human being thus treating them 
like they were worthless. A lot of them were unnecessarily rude to 
the patients and they couldn't do much about it unless they wanted to 
get harassed. More than once did Adrian consider reporting the people 
she came into contact with because of their behavior. But she knew 
that they liked to retaliate so she thought it was in her best 
interest not to do anything. She didn't want anymore 
problems . 

Adrian took a step into the room and stopped when she heard the door 
lock into place behind her. The sound was almost too loud for the 
silent room. Adrian failed to notice Michael's head turn a little to 
look at her when she entered. She was too busy looking around his 
room. It was a box that looked about the same as her own room. It had 



a bed that was probably terribly uncomfortable and much too small for 
him. It had a single window you could barley look out of because it 
was too high. Though he was at least a foot taller than her. If not 
more. The lights in his room were the bright white every room had 
that would give her a headache if she looked at them for took long. 
The only thing different in his room were the masks that decorated 
the wall his desk was pushed up against. It was clear that they were 
all hand made, someone more put together than others. They had a 
rustic feel to them. Clearly he'd been making masks for years. One 
does not acquire than many in a short amount of time. There was a 
haunting beauty in all the masks that were there. Perhaps Michael 
wasn't going for beautiful when he made them but she thought they 
were. Now she knew why she'd seen him wear a different mask the few 
times she'd seem him. 

When Adrian finally looked at Michael he had turned back to the mask 
he was working on before she entered the room. It led her to believe 
that he didn't notice her. So she stayed silent for a few minutes 
while she watched him work. She had a particular interest in the 
gentle way he moved when working. It was as if he were holding a 
piece of glass in his hand that could shatter at any moment. It was 
shocking to see him handling something with so much care. It 
contradicted everything she ever heard or read about him. Of course 
it only reinforced the idea that he wasn't a complete monster. There 
was something he cared about and that something were masks. 

She lingered by the door for a good ten minutes watching him before 
she made her way over to his desk. It was when she was standing right 
beside him that he stopped what he was doing and glanced over at her 
once more. This time she didn't miss the look and gave him a smile in 
return . 

"Hi, Michael." No response. 

"It's nice." She said gesturing to the mask in his hand. As expected, 
her comment was met with nothing but silence. Adrian willed herself 
to think of something to say, anything. But she was drawing a blank. 
Any conversation she made was going to be met with silence which was 
fine with her but there was no way of knowing if she was bothering 
him or not. When should she stop talking, when should she leave? Dr. 
McCarthy and her didn't work out a time limit on these visits. She 
could have left two seconds after walking into the room had she 
wanted to. She didn't of course but she could have. She had no idea 
how long she was supposed to stay in there. She also didn't know how 
to approach him. He wasn't an easy person to read, she guessed that 
it would be the same even without the mask because everything lied in 
the way he carried himself. Michael didn't talk, didn't respond to 
people in any way. His demenor never changed unless he planned to 
kill you. What was she supposed to talk about with a person like 
that? Was she just going to ramble on hoping that something would 
change? If he'd been the same for years she seriously doubted that 
anything was going to change now. He was set in his way and besides 
that she was just some random girl who walked up to him. There was 
nothing special about her. 

"It's a nice day outside isn't it?" She questioned while looking at 
the window in the room. She might not have been able to reach the 
thing but from where she stood she could see that there wasn't even 
one cloud in the sky. Does _Michael like looking outside?_ From where 
she was she could have sworn that she saw Michael nod his head. For a 



moment she thought it was just her imagination. So she decided to try 
her luck. 

"So I'm having a pretty good day today. Are you?" There was another 
nod. It was slow and barely noticeable but it was a nod. So he was 
actually responding to what she said. Shocking indeed but it made a 
smile appear nonetheless. She didn't expect him to acknowledge her in 
the least. She only wished that he would communicate with her in some 
other way but it wasn't likely. Would it stop her from asking? No 
because she wanted to try her luck just one more time. 

"Michael, I want to ask you something." She started off slowly 
testing the waters. This earned her a look from him, still blank but 
his head was turned to the side. She took this as a sign that he was 
listening to her so she carried on. "I know that you don't talk and 
I'm not asking you to. . .but I was wondering if you're open to 
communicat ion in some other way. Like. . .maybe writing things on a 
piece of paper and letting me read them? It would just make things 
easier for me, not that you should want to make things easier for me. 
I just meant that we can have an actual conversation and I promise 
that I won't tell anyone if you decide to. It'll be our little 
secret." She rushed her words out before she lost the nerve to ask 
him anything. Everything she said sounded like one big extended word. 
She used her arms to try to convey what she was saying. She was 
basically flailing all over the place as she spoke to him. Kind of 
embarrassing but she did talk with her hands when she got nervous. 
Just a habit . 

Adrian waited for some type of answer from him. She knew what she was 
asking for was a long shot. The possibility that someone had asked 
him this before and he simply refused was there, however, she 
couldn't help but ask. As little as one note would mean that she was 
at least worth talking to for him despite their little encounter the 
other day. The light bruises on her neck were still healing from that 
one. One note was all she needed to satisfy her need to talk to him. 
She wouldn't bring up the subject again if he refused. 

After what felt like eternity Michael finally took his eyes off her 
and turned back to his desk. She watched as he reached for something 
near the corner of the desk. When he brought it closer, she could see 
that it was a notebook and a pencil. Before he set it down on the 
desk, he opened the notebook to a blank page then looked up at her 
expediently. She didn't know what to say, she'd never gotten this far 
when she first thought of asking him to communicate with her. She 
supposed that the best thing to do was start with the easier, more 
basic questions. 

"How long have you been here?" 

He picked up the pencil and began to write as soon as the words left 
her mouth. When he was finished he lifted his head and moved the 
notebook closer to the edge so she could read. She was surprised to 
see that his handwriting wasn't so bad. It was better than her rushed 
chicken scratch. 

_13 Years_ 

"Have you been silent the entire time?" 


Yes 



"Do miss speaking?" 

_Somet imes_ 

"Why don't you talk?" 

_I don't have anything to say_ 

Adrian had to think about that. He didn't have anything to say. Most 
people had loads to say, most of the time she herself could not stop 
talking. She talked out of habit which was the case for most people 
as well. She couldn't count the many times she'd been forced to 
listen to someone ramble on about something so insignificant simply 
because they wanted to and they could. However, Michael had stayed 
silent for years because he didn't have anything to say. There was 
nothing he thought was worth wasting his breath over. She wondered 
how society would be if all people were like him. Silent until they 
found something worth talking about. Would they be better off? 

At the moment she didn't have any other questions. She didn't know 
where his boundaries were and she didn't want to push him too hard. 

He wan ' t someone that would say anything if you pushed him. He would 
simply lash out. Instead she figured she would let him ask the 
questions that he might have about her. If he had any about her. 

"Do you have any questions for me?" 

He didn't move for a few seconds before he picked up the pencil and 
let it glide over the page. 

_Why are you here?_ 

Adrian had to think about how she was going to answer him. Why was 
she here? Many different reasons but she didn't want to rant so she 
gave him the short answer. "Well, when I was younger I wasn't able to 
handle my emotions very well. I tend to have very bad mood swings. I 
didn't know how to express the intense sadness I was feeling so I 
hurt myself to feel better. At one point it became really bad, one of 
my teachers noticed and told my parents. Then I was sent for tests, I 
talked to a lot of people and eventually I was sent here." She ended 
her last sentence with a shrug, as if to say "What can I do about 
it?" 


She hadn't noticed when he started writing again, she sort of zoned 
out and was thinking about nothing. She was brought back when the 
notebook was suddenly in her face. 

_What are you doing here with me?_ 

She hadn't expected that question to come up. She didn't think that 
he cared about her being there but it seemed that he was curious. Of 
course, why shouldn't he be? This was not a normal occurrence. What 
was she supposed to say, she was here because she admired him? She 
was here because she was asked to be? No, it would make it seem like 
that was the only reason she was with him. Even though she told him 
before it wasn't but nevertheless the last time she said something 
like that she couldn't breathe. She still had the faint marks around 
her neck. They were healing and they didn't hurt anymore but they 
were there as a reminder of what could happen if she said the wrong 



thing . 


"Mmmmm, I'm here because I want to be. Because I like you." 

_Aren't you afraid of me?_ 

She should have been. He was dangerous; that much was clear. He was 
unpredictable, volatile. She should have been running in the opposite 
direction of him. Was she? No. Would she? Nope. 

"No, I 'm not . " 
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><pXstrong>Two Weeks Later<strong> 

Since the first day in Michael's room, he and Adrian spent most of 
their time together. Dr. Ethan mentioned something about Michael 
becoming less violent the more time the two spent together. He also 
mentioned that his patient would pay attention when he talked to him. 
Almost like he's woken up. Adrian wasn't sure what that meant and she 
didn't ask questions. She was just glad that there was indeed a 
change in Michael and that it made Ethan even more enthusiastic as 
well as happy. As a result, Adrian was always with him. Sometimes 
they would be in his room, sometimes they were in hers and sometimes 
they were taking little walks. Those walks took quite a lot of 
persuading from both Adrian and Ethan. Michael wouldn't write her 
notes unless they were in the privacy of either of their rooms. He 
hadn't grown to trust anyone else and that didn't surprise her in the 
least. A lot of the time they would just sit in silence. Not an 
awkward silence Adrian actually found it kind of relaxing. She would 
stare and him and he would stare right back. His eyes were almost 
always blue unless he got angry which didn't happen too often. She 
decided that she liked his eyes as blank as they usually were the 
color was amazing and if she payed close enough attention she could 
sometimes see an instant flash of emotion. But it was gone before she 
had a chance to figure out what it was. Other times she would talk to 
him not asking for a response in return. She would talk about Alex, 
her time back in school, the good times with her friends. Just little 
things and he would listen, well she thought he listened. She 
couldn't know for sure. 

Now Michael was sitting next to Adrian as she waited for Alex to show 
up. He'd come for his weekly visits the past two times but this time 
he told her he had sometime to tell her. Something he refused to tell 
her over the phone. She was quickly growing restless the more she sat 
at the table. She wasn't known for being a patient person. Her mind 
was running through all the things he could tell her. Most of which 
were awful things and now she was waiting to hear some bad news. 
Adrian had to get up from the table and begin pacing, not only was 
she restless but she was nervous with her mind always conjuring up 
the worst scenario. After the fifth of sixth time of her pacing, she 
felt a tight grip on her wrist that made her stop walking. When she 
looked down she saw Michael staring up at her. She tried to shake off 
his hand but her attempts failed and she was forced to sit next to 
him once again after he tugged at her. However her nerves were 
running wild and she began bouncing her leg while promptly ignoring 
the annoyed look Michael gave her. 

Adrian turned her head when she heard footsteps approaching. Soon 



enough she was able to see her brother walking towards the entrance. 
As excited as she was to see him and get her questions answered she 
stood up to run over to him. Forgetting that Michael still had a 
tight lock on her, she stumble just a few steps later and fell to her 
knees. She glanced up at him to see amusement in his eyes as he 
offered a hand to help her up. As a swell of annoyance flooded her, 
she didn't think twice about swatting his hand away. This caused his 
eyes to harden as he pulled hard on her wrist and dragged her back to 
her feet . 

"Urn, ow." She said in a exaggerated tone as she rubbed her wrist. 

When she looked at him, he was still glaring at her but she couldn't 
find it within herself to care. She was a little annoyed with him 
too, of course she knew there was no no real reason to be annoyed 
with him so she would get over it rather quickly. 

Alex was closer now and Adrian felt Michael release her wrist. When 
he did she quickly closed the distance between her and her brother. 
Their hug didn't last long as she didn't want to waste too much time. 
She wanted to know what he wanted to tell her. 

"Hi, Michael." Alex said once he'd let go of his sister. Michael had 
been at their last two visits which didn't bother him. Adrian 
explained what Ethan had in mind, if it worked and he didn't hurt 
Adrian then Alex was fine with him. He was mostly fine with it 
because she seemed to be enjoying herself and she didn't seem as 
miserable as before which made him happy. 

Turning from the masked man, he looked at his sister. "Guess what." 
Alex wasn't wasting any time either. He was excited to tell his 
sister what was going on more than sure she'd be just as excited as 
he was . 

"What?" She questioned with her own excitement. Now that it looked 
like his news wasn't bad, she allowed herself to relax. 

"You're finally getting out of here." 

"What?" She said after a moment. 

"I talked to all your doctors, they said you're doing really well. 
They don't think you need to be here anymore and it'll be good for me 
to take you home. They just have to do all the paperwork, I have to 
sign a few things and tomorrow you should be good to go." 

Adrian was struggling to find the words to respond to what he'd told 
her. She was going to be released from Smith's Grove. She was going 
to get to leave, to go home with Alex. She'd breathe in fresh, 
non-sterile air. She would be able to wear her own clothes and eat 
what she wanted, go to sleep when she wanted. Sleep in a comfortable 
bed. She was no longer going to be trapped. All these thoughts raced 
through her mind and it was getting difficult to control her 
emotions. Which was why she was soon fighting back the tears of joy 
that were making her eyes sting. She hoped that this wasn't some 
dream she was about to wake up from. 

"I only stopped by here to tell you the good news. I actually have a 
meeting with one of your doctors to get going on everything." Alex 
pulled her into a quick hug and kissed the top of her head before 
excusing himself. 



Once Alex was out of sight, Adrian got a hold of her feelings and 
turned back to the table. When she did she was faced with the cold 
and angry pure black eyes of Michael. She froze where she stood. 
_Michel. Oh god_. In that one instant with her brother, she'd 
forgotten about Michael. Not only was she going to leave the 
sanitarium but him as well. He was going to spend the rest of his 
life in there and that was if they didn't transfer him to a prison. 

He wasn't going to be able to leave with her and she wasn't going to 
be able to come visit him often if at all. They lived a good four 
hours away. She was suddenly hit with another wave of emotion, but it 
wasn't happiness she felt. 

Adrian walked over and crouched in front of him. "Let's go back to 
your room." Without looking at her, he stood up and began walking 
slowly and she followed closely. While they walked she could feel the 
anger rolling off of him in waves. Tension was thick in the air and 
she was on edge. This she didn't like. 

Once they got to his room, Michael made a beeline to his desk and sat 
down in the chair. Adrian chose to sit on his bad, it wasn't but 
twenty four hours earlier that he told her that it was okay if she 
did. He sat un-moving at his desk, staring down at it while she 
stayed silent. It was clear to see that he was upset but she figured 
she would try to speak with him. 

"Michael?" She said quietly and got no response in return. "Michael." 
She tried again and still nothing. "Please, look at me." He didn't. 

He was still as a statue. It was difficult to tell if he was even 
breathing. She was at a loss of what to do. 

After what seemed like hours of tension filled silence, Adrian 
thought it best to just leave him be. He didn't want to communicate 
with her and normally she didn't mind, except now he wouldn't simply 
look at her or acknowledge her. He was in his own little world and 
that was fine. Perhaps he just needed to be alone. So she stood from 
the bed and walked over to the door. 

"I'll come see you tomorrow before I leave." She said before she 
knocked on the door, signaling to the guards that she was ready to 
go . 
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><pXstrong>AN : This chapter turned out longer than I thought it 
would be. So I decided to split up this chapter and put the goodbyes 
in the other one. I don't know long it will be but it's going to be 
all on it's own. I hope you're enjoying the story. :)** 


5. No Goodbyes 

**A/N: Hey guys! If you read the original version of this story you 
will know that this chapter was not in there before. This is an extra 
one that i wanted to put in here. As you know my last chapter was 
longer than expected. I feel like we have a pretty good grasp on what 
Adrian is feeling about going home. I wanted to focus on what Michael 
was feeling. This chapter may or may not be long because it is sort 
of a continuation of the last chapter. I hope that I do a good job in 
this chapter. I'm always a little iffy about going into his mind 



because I want it to come across good. Not sloppy. I would appreciate 
letting me know what you guys think about this one. 

: ) ** 


* *Disclaimer : I don't own Halloween or it's characters . ** 
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><p><strong>Michael<strong> 

The night was not a peaceful one for Michael. Try as he might to 
sleep, it wouldn't work because his mind kept going back to one 
thing. . .or rather one person. The entire night he'd been burdened 
with thoughts of her, of her leaving and what it would be like when 
she was gone. Initially, Michael had not cared for the girl. She did 
grab his interest when she suddenly approached him but even that was 
something he could have gotten over with ease. He didn't ever spent 
too much time thinking about things that weren't important. But then 
she had showed up in the room that day. She had talked to him, she 
showed no fear when he was going to kill her and she achieved what 
was nearly impossible for him to do on his own. She had calmed him 
down. It was something he'd never seen anyone else do unless it was 
his mother or his baby sister. For the last thirteen years, there was 
nothing he or anyone could do to settle him when he was angry. 

Because when he was angry it was like he ceased to exist and the only 
thing left was this deep dark abyss of haze that was impossible to 
escape until blood was shed. But this one girl managed to stop him 
before he disappeared. He didn't know how and he wasn't sure that he 
would ever figure it out. 

This was what it was like to be him. He spent most of his time 
feeling numb, closed off to the world. There was little he cared 
about. Hell his mother had committed suicide because of him and there 
was no way of knowing what had become of the baby that was once his 
sister. The only thing he had left were his projects, his masks. They 
were what kept him distracted all these years. Smith's Grove was a 
never ending hell that he'd come to accept but they were decent at 
giving him art supplies. They probably thought it would keep him at 
bay and it did, most of the time. For years he'd stuck to his routine 
of getting up, eating, taking a shower and then spending the rest of 
his day held up in his room making more masks. Michael was rarely let 
out of his room. Those few times were to meet with Dr. Loomis up 
until the point that his job consumed him. Michael believed that he 
drove the doctor a little mad. Disturbed him in a way no one else had 
before. If he wasn't with Loomis and now McCarthy, he was showering 
before being led back to his cage. Other than that he was locked up. 
Only on some occasions did they let him out to "socialize" with the 
other patients. Some occasions were a good year or so apart. That had 
something to do with a person thinking that they could antagonize him 
and get away with it. Because Michael didn't respond and seemed 
almost catatonic some guards and nurses took it upon themselves to 
bait him. They would touch his things, invade his personal space, do 
what they thought he didn't respond to. That was when the abyss took 
over and he would only realize what he did when the person had no 
pulse. As a result, he was always confined to his room. It didn't 
bother him though, he come to terms with the silence and even enjoyed 
it. No one bothered him in his room, he could just be. 


Then this girl came along and changed everything. He wasn't alone 
like he was used to, someone was with him almost all hours of the 



day. Sometimes she was silent and sometimes she would talk to him. 
Either way he could not forget that she was there. Michael could feel 
her watching him, whatever he did was observed very closely but he 
also watched her. The way she moved, the way she talked, when she 
took a breath, he watched everything. He knew she knew he watched and 
it didn't seem to bother her. He was let out his room more often, 
with her of course, sometimes they would walk in silence. When she 
asked him to write her notes, he did it. He was hesitant at first but 
he did it. Because suddenly there was someone who didn't look at him 
like he was a monster. She talked to him like there was a real person 
within him. She looked at him with something other than fear. These 
were things Michael hadn't had for as long as he could remember. He 
couldn't deny that a small part of him wanted her to know more about 
him, just as he wanted to know about her. But he fought it. When she 
wasn't around, he fought against everything she brought to the 
surface. He was not used to not being numb and following his routine. 
She was interrupting everything and a huge part inside him wanted her 
to stop. She was everywhere, from his desk to his bed. Her smell 
lingered after she'd leave him for the day and he would find himself 
thinking about her throughout the night. It was almost too much for 
him and he found himself wishing the abyss would return so he could 
disappear and get back to the comfort of who he was. While it 
lingered just beneath the surface it would not return fully when he 
was with Adrian. 

The realization that this person was being ripped away from his was 
what he was keeping him up. He realized that it had only been a 
couple of weeks, a small amount of time but in that amount of time 
Adrian had made an impression. She was someone he would not soon 
forget. Now that he was about to get what he wanted, her gone so he 
could be himself again; he didn't want her to leave. But he needed 
this, needed her gone, all traces her to disappear. She was changing 
him too much, he wasn't the person she probably thought he could be. 
He was a shadow, a monster and the reason others had nightmares. This 
was who he was and he was okay with it. He didn't know how to be 
anything else, he didn't want to be. Her leaving was going to save 
him in the end. However as much as he tried to convince himself that 
this was good, he couldn't find it in himself to be relieved. In fact 
he was rather angry. But it wasn't the same anger he was used to. It 
was a tame version that flooded within him instead of taking over. He 
could feel it throughout his body, letting him know that when she 
left this feeling was going to get a lot worse 
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><p>The restless night didn't get any better as it turned into 
morning. Michael got little to no sleep and was extremely annoyed. 

His mind would not stop attacking him with thoughts of Adrian. As the 
night went on and he waited for sleep to claim him, he came to an 
interesting conclusion. He felt oddly possessive of the girl. As if 
she belonged to him. She calmed him, made him do things he hadn't 
previously thought about. While a big part of him wanted her gone, a 
small part of him wanted her with him. It was true that he didn't 
feel like himself around her but he'd been the same for so long that 
having this change made him curious. Was this a temporary thing? Was 
it possible to be something other than the monster he was? Probably 
not but Adrian made him think it was possible and he was not willing 
to let that go. Having her with him was like coming out of a haze. 
Things weren't blurry, he wasn't just going through his normal 
motions. He was paying attention he was in the moment rather than 



watching from the sidelines. Losing her would cause him to go back to 
how he was before he met her. He could feel him reverting back to his 
old ways when she wasn't around for a short period of time, now she 
was leaving. These thoughts caused another swell of anger within him 
that would continue to grow as the day went on.<p> 

Michael didn't know what time it was when he heard the familiar 
unlocking of his room door. Judging by where the sun was, he could 
only guess that it was a little after twelve noon. He was sitting at 
his desk working on another mask when Adrian walked into the room. He 
didn't need to look to know it was her. Anyone else would announce 
their presence, she only did so after a minute of standing in the 
room not as soon as she entered. He could also feel her, it was 
strange that he could but he did. She was there with him for the last 
time. That fact just made him even more bitter than he already was, 
if it were possible. 

"Hi, Michael" He heard her say as she took a couple of steps towards 
him. she always greeted him the same way when she saw him. He could 
hear that she was tired, maybe she hadn't gotten much sleep either. 

He figured it was because she was excited, as she should be about 
going home. For once he didn't wait until she reached him to look at 
her. Michael turned his head as soon as he heard her speak. This 
change caused her to come to a stop in the middle of the 
room . 

Adrian looked different than she always did, her hair wasn't up like 
it usually was. It was let down with in soft waves, possibly her 
natural hair and her bangs were clipped away from her face. Her hair 
was longer than he once thought, it went down to her rib cage. The 
look suited her and he had to admit that he liked it. nor was she 
wearing the clothes all patients wore. Instead she was wearing a pair 
of black jeans, a simple dark purple t-shirt and a pair of black 
sneakers. It was casual and it fit her well. It looked like she was 
just about ready to go. The only thing keeping her for a short amount 
of time was him. 

When Michael turned to her, a smile formed on her face but it didn't 
reach her eyes. "I told you I would come see you before I left." Her 
coming to see him didn't surprise him. She said she would. But seeing 
her this time around brought him no comfort. In a way he could have 
done without seeing her for the last time if he was being honest with 
himself. Seeing her in normal clothes just reinforced the reality 
that she was leaving. Michael had to admit that it wasn't easy to 
look at her. She was all smiles and happiness while he couldn't have 
felt more numb. He was much too tired to try to figure out the 
emotions swirling inside him so he decided to ignore them. His eyes 
were still the purest of black letting it be clear that he wasn't 
pleased . 

Noticing this, Adrian turned her eyes to the ground. She moved from 
one foot to the other. Michael knew that she was struggling to find 
something to say, he learned early on that this was a habit for her 
when she was uncomfortable or nervous. Honestly he didn't want her to 

say anything because nothing she said was going to change this. This 

was good for her. Going home was good for her but he was gong to be 

left behind. Michael focused his gaze on something behind her. Even 

he could feel the awkward silence in the air. This hadn't happened 
since the first time they met. 



Michael could see her begin to walk towards him, he expected her to 
stop in front of him like she would when she got close to him. This 
time she did something different. Something he didn't expect from 
her. Once she got close enough to him, she through her arms around 
his waist and held on tight. Naturally he went stiff and fought the 
instinct to pry her off of him not being used to human contact. He 
looked down at her, he saw her head was placed on his chest, or what 
she could reach. She was much shorter than he was, a lot 
shorter . 

"I'm going to miss you." He heard Adrian say but she didn't move, not 
yet. His fingers twitched at his side as he debated moving away from 
her or maybe putting his own arms around her. But that didn't feel 
quite right to him. The last person he embraced was his mother, the 
final time she came to visit him. 

Before he had a chance to react she let him go and took a small step 
back. He noticed that the rim around her eyes were slightly pink and 
she was trying her best to hide it. "Alex is waiting for me. . " She 
said in a quiet voice. 

Michael's face stayed emotionless as she looked up at him for any 
sign that he was listening to her. There was no way to make this 
goodbye any better. He refused to react to her on the account of it 
might confuse him because he wasn't used to this. She also couldn't 
wait any longer for him to acknowledge her. Someone outside these 
walls were waiting for her, someone who cared about her and there was 
nothing he could do about it. She had to go and he couldn't stand 
there anymore waiting for the moment when she decided to walk out. He 
thought it be best to make this decision for her, perhaps it would be 
a lot easier for them both if he didn't care. 

Michael walked turned away from Adrian and went back to his desk. She 
called out to him a couple of times but he didn't look at her. He was 
done looking at her, done letting her stir things up inside of him 
that were confusing. He was done letting this girl worm her way into 
his head for now because it would drive him even more mad. 

Adrian stood in the room for about five more minutes before she gave 
up trying to get his attention. He could hear her walking back 
towards the door. "Bye, Michael." He heard her say before the door 
opened and she left. It was at that point that Michael could feel the 
anger consume him once more. 
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><pXstrong>AN : Another chapter done :) I think I did alright with 
this one. Let me know if you agree. I'm super excited that I got the 
inspiration to write an additional chapter. Maybe they'll be more to 
go along the way.** 


6. Making a new life 

**A/N: Finally I'm on this chapter. It took me forever to get here. 
This time jump is a year later than the original. Don't know why I 
changed it but I did. At this point Adrian is 21 and Michael is 25. 
It ' s about the end of August moving into the beginning of September 
Again, not sure how long this is going to be because I will be 
cutting out some useless details but here we go.** 



* *Disclaimer : I don't own Halloween or it's characters . * * 


* * 


* 


><pXstrong> Three Years Later (Adrian) <strong> 

Adrian ran her arm across her forehead to get off the sweat that had 
gathered there. The hot August sun was shinning in through the opened 
window in the kitchen. After three years of holding out a lease in a 
nearby apartment and renovating the house Alex bought for them both, 
the finishing touches were just about done. When she first came home 
Alex was renting out an apartment about twenty minutes away from the 
house. Because he didn't know in time that his sister was getting out 
of Smith's Grove he signed another two year lease. Adrian stayed with 
him in the one bedroom place that was actually quite cozy. However, 
it was a little cramped for the two of them and Alex got to work 
fixing up the house he bought so once the lease was up they could 
move as soon as possible and have their own space. They both needed 
it because living in such a confined space had them arguing a lot; 
they weren't used to sharing like they did when they were 
children . 

As it turned out, the place wasn't too far from the old Myers place. 
It was a few streets away and about a five minute walk all together. 
Alex got the house from one of his close friends who had family that 
lived in Haddonfield. But the house hadn't been lived in for about 
six years or so because the guy's family packed up and moved to 
Florida leaving the house behind. While the house was pretty well 
kept in their absence, some of the old appliances needed to be 
updated and Alex wanted to make it more modern. Now that he owned his 
own home he was going to do what he wanted. Of course Adrian got to 
have her own say as to what went into a house. Her new island was 
essential for no real reason, she just wanted one. 

Adrian and Alex both fell in love with the place as soon as they 
looked at it. The house had four rooms, a small front yard and a 
decent back yard with an adorable porch that wrapped around the whole 
place. Adrian liked that part the most simply because it reminded her 
of the classic happy family homes from the movies she used to watch 
as a kid and even now. She thought that she would plant a small 
garden to make the outside look more welcoming even thought Adrian 
wasn't the gardening type and hadn't the first clue on what to do. 
She'd figure it out. The living room was like any other living room 
it connected to the kitchen which made it feel bigger and more open. 
They had a basement that Alex turned into their own personal gym. At 
first they wanted it to be a second living room but the house was big 
enough and there were only two people living in it. One living room 
was enough. Alex thought they needed a work out room which only had 
the basics. A treadmill for Adrian in case she decided to use it, 

doubtful that she'd use it everyday but probably every once in a 

while. It had a punching bag, a few weights, a TV mounted to the wall 
so they could watch something or listen to music while they worked 
out. Then extra space for push ups and all that other crap Alex did 
to keep himself in shape. Stuff Adrian didn't care about but she 
wasn't in the military. They turned one of the extra bedrooms into a 

guest room in case anyone wanted to stay over. The other room they 

had was still empty because they had no idea what they wanted to put 
in there. So at the moment it was being used as storage for things 
they were still finding a place for. When Adrian got curious on where 



Alex got the money for the house he said that he'd been saving for 
his own place since he was twenty. Alex was just turning thirty soon 
so it was about ten years of saving all his money for this 
day . 

Adrian hauled a box up the stairs to her room. When they looked at 
the house, Alex was prepared to give his sister the master bedroom. 
Alex liked to spoil his little sister and he was fine taking the 
second biggest room in the house. But she refused making the argument 
that the house was under his name and he deserved the bigger room. 

She would have no idea what to do with the extra space and she didn't 
need the bathroom that came with it because she had her own right 
across the hall. It would be hers until someone came to visit but 
then again they had a bathroom downstairs as well so it would be hers 
until someone decided to stay over and needed a shower. She was fine 
with the smaller room. She set the box down at the foot of her bed. 

It was heavy because it was filled with books that she'd collected. 
She had more that were in the spare bedroom that was being used for 
storage. She sat on her bed and went about taking the books out of 
the box. Some of them were school books but most were regular books 
she read for fun. Alex did her the favor of building the bookshelf 
she got. When she bought it, she came to the conclusion that she 
sucked at building things. She was much too short and had little to 
no patience when it came to those things. She thought them to be 
boring and would usually give up after an hour or two. That was why 
she had an older brother. She would much rather take care of the 
painting or decor of the place. 

once she was done putting her books away, she took a step back and 
looked at her finished room. Her room was a turquoise shade of blue 
that Alex seemed to like a lot. She had a simple black desk in the 
corner of the room near the window that matched her bed frame. When 
she bought her bookshelf it was originally white but she spray 
painted it black so it would match with the furniture in her room and 
that sat off to the side in the corner near her closet. She had her 
dresser that held some of her clothes, a couple of body sprays and 
lotion nothing too special. She kept the little amount of make up and 
hair products she had in her bathroom. She had her small bedside 
table that held a couple of pictures of her and her brother. She even 
had one of her parents there. Her room was nice but her favorite 
thing about it was the window nook. A little space where she could 
sit and read if she felt like it. Under the cushions there were 
drawers that she could keep some things in if she wanted to. Right 
now they were empty and other than the basic things, her room was 
pretty bare. She didn't acquire a lot of things over the few years 
since she'd been out of Smith's Grove because they didn't have a lot 
of space. So she only had what she needed. But now she could buy more 
because she had a space that was all her own. 

Adrian smiled to herself and she felt satisfied with the way her life 
was going. When she first left the sanitarium, she had little trouble 
adjusting. It wasn't as easy as she fist thought it was going to be. 
She couldn't just jump back into a normal life. She couldn't just be 
the person she wanted to be. She found herself very scared of the 
real world. She didn't have anyone telling her what to do but she 
still followed a strict schedule that she set for herself. She 
struggled to feel like she was really free. She had become so used to 
the white walls that the sudden change took a toll. So in the 
beginning she did shut herself away. She stayed in her brother's 
apartment fully aware that she should have been doing a million other 



things such as applying for a job and enrolling in school. But she 
simply wasn't ready to see new people and be social. She didn't know 
how. This was something she lost when she was away. Luckily Alex was 
more than willing to help her in his free time. He didn't force her 
into the real world like she knew her parents would have. He let her 
ease into it and took her out with him in little trips. It started 
with getting groceries and went from there. Now three years later she 
was enrolled at the local college which she was on break from for the 
summer. Adrian even held down a part time job at a book store. Alex 
told her she didn't need the job but he was trying to be nice. 
Realistically speaking she needed it. To help pay for school and some 
of the bills at home. She was currently in the process of working 
full time since she wouldn't start school until September and it got 
her out of the house more. Working retail wasn't the best but it was 
a job . 

She knew that she absolutely did not miss Smith's Grove. That place 
had become but a distant memory to her, there wasn't a trace of that 
place that stayed with her. Well maybe there was one trace. That 
being Michael who she hadn't seen or spoken to since she left. Adrian 
tried to see him a couple of times after she was released but no one 
would let her see him. She even attempted to talk to Dr. McCarthy but 
even his hands were tied. He'd told her that shortly after she left 
Michael became even more violent and confrontational. This led to him 
needing to be sedated a lot of the time and watched closely. They 
were uncomfortable with letting her visit him in the event that he 
attacked her like he did so many others that went near him. There was 
no real evidence to show that her leaving caused this change in him 
and she was led to believe that had just snapped. It was possible. It 
happened all the time. In any case she was denied the request to 
visit him and going there was not easy as the drive was a commitment. 
Eventually she stopped hoping that the circumstances would change and 
ceased her visits there altogether. At that point it was getting 
harder to go because real life was catching up to her and she was 
putting all her pieces together. 

Adrian sighed as she walked out of her room and down the stairs. 
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><p><strong>Michael<strong> 

Michael sat on his small bed looking at the wall that was covered in 
masks. His masks, his companions. The only thing that he had to look 
forward to for the last fifteen years. That was until this day, the 
day that he was going to finally leave Smith's Grove. This wasn't 
something he'd initially planned on doing. For the longest time he 
was fine where he was and had no real interest in leaving. He saw no 
reason to. It wasn't until he met Adrian that he realized he needed 
something else to look at, to focus on. When he first thought of 
leaving the main reason was the small teenage girl who constantly 
surprised him. The first few weeks of her absence were undoubtedly 
the most eventual ones he'd had in a while. Watching her go sparked a 
deep anger within him. A anger that was always there but mostly 
tamed. It was almost like he was feeling the loss of something he 
treasured and instead of sadness he was consumed with anger. Though 
surely he couldn't come to feel so much for a person in such a short 
amount of time. But his actions proved otherwise. His thoughts were 
full of her, not seeing in the days after her departure was tough. He 
was easily irritated. This was not a good thing considering that many 



of the guards that saw him and knew of Adrian would comment about his 
"girlfriend" finally coming to her senses and leaving him. They would 
laugh and make crude jokes. He could have thought about letting it 
slide had he not been exhausted from lack of sleep and almost burning 
with rage. More often than not Michael would lose all control of 
himself and go after the people that were antagonizing him. It was 
rare to have any of them live, the people that tried to help his 
victims were quickly caught in the crossfire. He racked up a decent 
body count in a short amount of time. After that he was heavily 
sedated around the clock, watched even more closely and was 
transferred to a more secure part of the sanitarium. A different wing 
that separated him even more. Everything he owned came with him of 
course . 

Over time Michael stopped relying on Adrian as his reason for 
leaving. It was her absence that made him realize that he needed 
something else. Something more than a loose bond formed over a couple 
of weeks. He needed something like Adrian had with Alex. Michael knew 
that he still had a sister out there somewhere growing up without 
him. A baby sister who he once adored more than anyone else in the 
world. When she was born he had something to be happy about. Someone 
to look over and protect. When he was younger he always thought he 
would be a good older brother, he'd watch over Angel to make sure no 
harm would come to her. He would have certainly treated her better 
than his older sister Judith treated him. Angel was one of the few 
people Michael ever cared about and the only living family he had 
left. He had decided to focus on his family because in a way it was 
still important to him. She was because she had been and still is the 
most innocent of that entire family. He'd let too much time pass 
before he thought to leave. He supposed that he owed this to Adrian. 
Meeting her, hearing about the bond she had with her brother, 
becoming slightly attached to her and then losing her showed him that 
he couldn't go back to the state he was in before. There was 
something more out there. Maybe he couldn't be more than a monster he 
already was but he could be the monster that looked after his 
sister . 

Michael turned his head to the door hen he heard the lock turn. His 
nurse walked in with a tray in her hand. She was right on time. She 
didn't say anything to him as she walked over to his desk and set the 
tray down. Nor did she look at him which was her first mistake. The 
nurse was a decent woman she was kind to Michael when she saw him. 
Though he knew she was nice out of fear. Unfortunately the woman was 
not going to be leaving his room. Michael had no interest in killing 
her. She didn't deserve to die but his hands were tied. There was no 
way for him to escape and keep her from running and telling someone. 
She was the only thing standing in his way at the moment. He briefly 
thought about just slipping out the door and walking away. He was 
quiet enough to do so. It could have worked but he wasn't much on 
taking chances. He had to know this woman wasn't going to be causing 
trouble until he was out of there. 

He got up from his bed which creaked from the movement, this caused 
his nurse to turn around. She didn't have a chance to make a sound as 
his hands went around her neck. Her eyes widened as he moved her 
closer, she was terrified and for good reason. Michael felt pity for 
her because fear was the last thing she was going to feel but this 
was the way it had to be. In order to make her death a little less 
painful he got a good grip on her neck and snapped it quickly. The 
nurse's body fell to the floor as soon as he let go. Michael didn't 



want to leave her on the ground so he picked her up and set her down 
on his bed. Before he moved away from her, she grabbed her key card. 
He then went over to his desk and picked up the only picture he had 
of his baby sister. As an after thought he grabbed the old notebook 
he would write in when talking to Adrian. 

Then he went about leaving the room which wasn't too difficult. The 
guards weren't there, he didn't know where they went. But he didn't 
care, it was less people he had to deal with. The halls were empty as 
he went, the sun had gone down and there weren't really any nurses 
walking around. But he was in a different part of the sanitarium. 
Getting through each door and down to the basement was fairly easy 
thanks to the key card he had. He knew that the basement was rarely 
used. There wasn't much there besides the washing machines and 
electrical panels. He would often hear some of the nurses complain 
about going down there because they found it to be creepy. It would 
most likely be empty, if it wasn't then it wasn't a huge deal. 

As it would turn out Michael only encountered one janitor on his way 
to the basement. He was mopping the floor in the hallway and didn't 
noticed the masked man right away. When he did notice Michael was 
already too close but he still tried to reach for his walkie. Michael 
put a hand over his mouth and the man struggled against him as he cut 
off all air supply. He was strong just not strong enough and after a 
few minutes of pushing against him the janitor started to go still. 
Michael squeezed tighter for another couple of minutes for good 
measure. It would be a long time before someone found the mans body 
there was no way they could revive him when they did. Michael let the 
mans body go and he fell against the wall. 

The basement was almost like a maze. A place filled with pipes along 
with all kinds of twists and turns. Finding his way out took a lot 
longer than expected but he finally did. Getting off the grounds of 
Smith's Grove was simple after that. The key card allowed him access 
to the main gates and it was too dark for anyone to see him. The 
guards in that place were extremely careless and he didn't find 
himself worrying about the security cameras. 

Michael didn't know how far he had to walk before he came to a rest 
stop in the middle of no where. It was still dark outside and not one 
car passed him while he was walking. He supposed it must have been 
late or really early. Luckily there was one car at the rest stop. 

From where he stood he could see that the person was driving from 
Colorado. The person in the car was trying to look at something on a 
map, he was most likely lost. Michael used the person's distracted 
state to his advantage and walked up to the drivers side window 
without being noticed. The window was halfway down, enough for him to 
get his hand through. He quickly knocked the person out by slamming 
his head against the steering wheel. He drew blood but he was sure 
that the person wasn't dead, just unconscious. He then unlocked the 
door and set the person on the grass before driving away. Michael 
knew that he needed to change soon. He couldn't walk around in 
clothes from the Sanitarium, he could wait until he came upon a 

nearby place. It wasn't his main priority. The sooner he got to 

Haddonfield, the sooner he could fine Angel. September was a few 
weeks away which meant there was roughly two months before Halloween. 
Not a lot of time. Michael needed time to find his sister. He wasn't 
going to find her over night and he didn't know what she looked like 

now or if she was even in Haddonfield. He needed to find her, to see 

how she was, if she was okay. He had to get his sister back and he 



would . 


While he was driving his thoughts turned to Adrian. He found himself 
wondering how she was. What became of her once she got back home? Did 
she look the same? Michael seriously considered finding her too. He 
wanted to know what it would be like to see her again. If she 
completely erased him from her memory. While his main priority was 
Angel, he thought that he could find Adrian as well. If he found the 
information he needed on his sister fast enough then he would look 
for Adrian. Michael was aware that she also might not be in 
Haddonfield. She could have went somewhere else. It also occurred to 
him that if she was there she might not want anything to do with him. 
But he didn't care. He wanted to see here and if she was in 
Haddonfield then she was going to see him too. 
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><pXstrong>AN : So when I went to Rob Zombie's Halloween wiki page it 
did say that Laurie's real name is Angel Myers. This is why he calls 
her Angel. Now I'm not entirely too sure about the age difference 
between Michael and Laurie but if he was ten when he killed those 
people his sister couldn't have been more than one. She was still a 
baby. So I'm going to go ahead and guess that in the time jump she's 
about 16 years old or just turned 16. If I'm wrong I'm sorry.** 

**I know Michael driving is a little unrealistic but he is a serial 
killer with superhuman strength that can never die.** 


7 . Haddonfield 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own Halloween or it's characters . * * 
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><pXstrong>Michael<strong> 

As soon as Michael got to Haddonfield, he went straight for his 
childhood home. He had decided to leave the car he stole a while back 
and chose to walk instead. That way he wouldn't be noticed if someone 
had reported the stolen car and he was able to stay in the shadows. 

It was the middle of the day now, the sun was shinning brightly and 
there weren't many clouds in the sky. Kids littered the place he was 
walking, through. All of them having fun with no care in the world. 
None of them really noticed him, the thick trees helped hide him from 
plain sight. He noticed that the neighborhood looked about the same 
as it did when he was a kid. Well kept houses, clean streets, a lot 
of children and some housewives. Nothing had really changed besides 
people's clothing. Other than that it almost made him feel like he 
was a child again; walking home from the woods that he would often go 
to in the summer. He had always been a person that kept to himself. 
Never really talkative. His quiet nature would scare some of the kids 
in the neighborhood and they would avoid him. But it didn't bother 
him much, being outside in the woods was a nice escape from his home 
that was never quiet. When he was there he was usually being insulted 
either by his sister or the man his mother was currently with. He 
never did understand why his mom chose the people she did. He felt 
she deserved better but hell if she believed it herself. When he was 
outside he could just be without worrying too much about anything. He 
was a kid then and kids don't have much to worry about. It was a 



simpler time but those times were over. Now he was going towards a 
house that may or may not be abandoned. He never did find out what 
became of his home. If it was sold, if another family lived there but 
he had to hope that no one did. He didn't want to deal with that kind 
of obstacle. Going to his house wasn't exactly necessary, there 
wasn't much there for him other than memories. But he guessed that 
was why he was going. He had to see the house, had to remember. To 
know what it was like after fifteen years. Nostalgia was what was 
making him go to that house first before anything else. 

It didn't take long for Michael to reach the old street he lived on. 
The path to his house was engraved into his mind. When he got to the 
front, he was surprised to see that it was abandoned. It looked like 
no one had lived there in years. He found himself smirking behind the 
mask he was wearing. This was good for him because he could enter the 
place without any problems. He also thought that no one else should 
be living inside the house it was his after all. He walked up the 
steps to his house and came to a stop at the front door. It was 
nailed shut but the old nails were rusted and didn't look too secure. 
All Michael had to do was twist the knob and give the door one good 
pull before the door creaked open. Before he even stepped inside the 
house he could see that there was a thick coating of dust in the 
entire place. The light shinning in through the dirty and boarded up 
windows provided enough light for him to see that all the furniture 
was covered in sheets with even more dust on it. He walked over to 
the couch and lifted up the sheet. It was the same couch that was 
there the last time he was in the house. He lifted up the cover from 
the recliner his step dad was sitting in when he killed him. Yes, it 
was the same only not covered in as much blood. His mother must have 
tried to clean it but he could still see some faint stains on there. 
The last person to live in that house must have been his mother 
before she killed herself if everything was the same. The thought of 
his mother made something stir within him. It was a mix of guilt and 
sadness. Two things he wasn't used to feeling and he tried to push 
the emotions away as he walked over to where his mother kept her 
pictures. There were some of him as a young child, some of Judith as 
a little girl, one of his mother pregnant with Angel and one of the 
whole family. None of them looked entirely happy in that one. In fact 
they all looked extremely unhappy besides his mother. His mother just 
looked tired with a brand new baby in her arms and Michael looking at 
her . 

The stairs creaked under the boots he was wearing as he walked up to 
the second floor. The hallways had some faded blood stains on them 
from that Halloween night. Wood was nearly impossible the clean when 
it was stained. The walls were covered in stains as was the floor. It 
didn't look as gruesome as that night but it was a reminder of what 
he did. Did he regret it though? No he did not. He didn't regret 
anything he did. He walked down the hall and passed Judith's room. 
Hers were also the same as it was before. Minus all the blood stains. 
The sheets were changed, the rug she had was removed. It was all 
clean but with dust. His mother must have changed it shortly after 
she was allowed in the room again. Looking in there no one would know 
what happened. Turning around, Michael went into Angel's room. Her 
toys were scattered across the floor, her crib was in the same place. 
He picked up one of her old stuffed animals and looked at it for a 
moment before placing it in her crib. So many memories of his 
childhood were worming their way into his head. He remembered 
everything from that house. He walked out of Angel's room and went to 
his mother's. He wanted to leave his own room for last. His mother's 



room was the same as expected. Her room was always so neat even 
though she was busy maintaining a family. His mother did her best 
when she was alive but life kept putting her through the ringer. She 
struggled more than he'd seen anyone else struggle. And yet she was 
the only one who was ever kind to him. She didn't lose her tempter 
often, no matter how tired she was. She did what she could do to 
support her family, even if that meant that she had to show her body 
to do so. Everyone knew her husband was a good for nothing and her 
kids weren't any better. Michael was too young to get a job but he 
did his best to help his mother if he could. However even he had his 
moments when he ignored her in order to find some solitude. Judith 
couldn't have cared less, she was a teenager with her own life. Angel 
was just a baby. Michael loved his mother a lot and if there was one 
thing he would go back and do if he could was help his mother. His 
actions only made her life worse and that was the only thing he ever 
felt the smallest bit of guilt for because she didn't deserve 
it . 

Michael finally reached his own room. His walls were covered in his 
drawings and posters. His bed was unmade and his room was a mess. He 
was a young boy, no one could have expected him to keep it clean. He 
went and sat on his bed that was big at the time but now was too 
small. Sitting in his room made him think of everything that led to 
this point. Mostly his emotions that were usually overwhelmed by 
anger. When he was a kid he felt trapped here. Trapped with people 
who didn't like him, people he also didn't like. His room could have 
sometimes been used as an escape but no one ever really respected his 
privacy except his mom. It was rare not to have his sister of step 
father barge into his room and yell at him to do this, that and 
another thing. When he was a kid the things he felt were almost too 
much until he decided that he didn't want to feel them. Then he 
didn't. He didn't feel, not the conflicting emotions. Just rage and 
rage was easier to deal with. Michael usually kept to himself until 
he was provoked. That was when he became confrontational. But his 
protecting himself never did seem to work out well. Things just got 
worse and that was when everything happened. Sitting on his bed was 
bringing back his childhood. He was reliving it through all the 
memories. Michael decided that he would stay there a little longer. 
Indulge in these memories even if they weren't all good. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Adrian<strong> 

Adrian hardly had any time to gather her thoughts as she rushed 
through the grocery store. Unfortunately for her about an hour before 
while she was getting ready for work her mother called. She expressed 
her concerns about Adrian staying alone while her brother was away 
and not so politely suggested that she go and stay with them until he 
got back. This caught Adrian off guard and she struggled to think of 
a response. She didn't want to go stay with her parents. They'd 
ignored her while she was locked up, living their own life like she 
didn't even exist. When she did live with them all they did was 
criticize her. Nothing was ever good enough for them. She was sure 
that she could have a PHD, work at one of the best hospitals and it 
still wouldn't be enough. They would want more. When Adrian was at 
Smith's Grove she had a lot of time to think. She came to the 
conclusion that her parents were so unhappy with their lives that 
they couldn't allow her to get what they didn't have. It was no 
secret that they both wanted more out of their lives. Her mother 



worked at a doctor's office as the top nurse and her dad owed a small 
hardware shop. It wasn't much but it got them by and let them live in 
a nice home. But this wasn't enough. They both had bigger goals in 
life, they both wanted something more. The problem was that they 
didn't know what they wanted. They had careers that would help live 
comfortably without struggling too much, they had two children they 
no longer needed to worry about because they were grown. They had an 
opportunity to do more but they wouldn't do anything with that 
chance . Adrian knew that their parents were too scared to try 
something knew. They didn't like stepping out of their comfort zone 
being fully happy was definitely out of their comfort zone. Nit 
picking, nagging and living a life full of "what if's" was their 
comfort zone. They were going to stay there. Adrian knew that she 
couldn't go back to that. All she would have to listen to is how bad 
things were. They would focus on the negative. Turning every little 
inconvenience into a big issue. She was trying so hard to get away 
from that. Going back would surely drive her insane and undo the 
progress that she's made. 

So she ultimately refused in the nicest way she could. She told them 
that she couldn't leave. She had a job, she had school. Leaving would 
be too much work and she couldn't afford that. Someone had to take 
care of the house while Alex was away. Her mother sounded skeptical 
at best, she wasn't convinced. She wanted to go visit her daughter to 
see for herself that she was okay; that the house was safe. More 
importantly she wanted to see how badly Adrian was screwing up. She 
knew her mother well enough to know that she would never agree to 
anything. Once she set her mind to something then that was that. It 
was the end and she would make any argument she could to get her way 
even resorting to harsh insults and some serious bitching. Her mom 
was a handful. Adrian had to prepare herself for the dinner with her 
mother. She was going to have to stand her ground no matter what 
happened. The last time she did that she was sent away. But now 
Adrian was an adult and her parents were going to have to realize 
that one way or the other. Her will had grown over the years, that 
much she knew. But she had to admit that she was afraid to face her 
parents. They weren't only hard on her but they were hard on Alex as 
well. She didn't want him to get any shit because of her. Not only 
that but her parents were her greatest weakness. She hated them as 
much as she loved them. She still sought out their approval, 
something she knew she would never get. It hurt but she never stopped 
trying. She was going to have to fight that. She was going to have to 
go against them in order to stay in her home. Problem was she was 
outnumbered. Alex wasn't there to back her up like he always was. She 
was completely alone. 

Adrian rushed home after she went to the grocery store. The phone 
call with her mother led her to call into work. She couldn't go and 
be out in time to get the house ready. By the time she got home it 
was already after two in the afternoon. Early to some people and late 
for her because her parents were going to arrive in a few short 
hours. She felt no calmer once she got home and started prepping the 
dinner. She was on edge, her frantic movements proved as much. She 
wasn't sure of any move she made, if what she was making would 
satisfy them. She very much felt like she was waiting for a verdict 
of the jury. It was an intense feeling and not something she'd felt 
in years. The upside to Smith's Grove was that her parents weren't 
there to take their anger out on her. She was caught off guard. This 
was probably why she didn't notice that the front door was unlocked 
and had been unlocked for some time now. She also forgot to put the 



alarm Alex set up in the house in case someone tried to break 
in . 

She only noticed something was odd when she heard a thud from the 
upstairs. It almost sounded like something fell. She stopped the 
cutting she was doing and stood absolutely still. When she lived in 
an apartment with Alex it wasn't unusual to hear strange sounds. They 
were on the second level. People lived above them and people lived 
below them. Sometimes these people made too much noise. But she 
wasn't in an apartment, she was in a single family home. Nothing 
should be falling from upstairs. There was no one upstairs. It was 
just her and she was in the kitchen. Adrian headed towards the 
stairs, listening closely for any more noise. As she walked up the 
stairs she didn't hear a thing. It was quiet, the hall was empty. She 

checked each room one by one. They all were empty, all untouched. 

Then she reached her room. At first glance everything was fine. No 
one was in there but a couple of items were knocked over. The 
pictures that she kept in the room. Her window was opened and she 
briefly wondered if the wind was strong enough to knock them over. 
Maybe. Because she didn't want to think that someone was in her 
house. It was when she was fixing the pictures that she noticed the 
one of her alone was gone. As in missing, not there. When it was 
there that morning. Suddenly she froze, her blood turning to ice. The 
door, the alarm. Unlocked and unarmed. How could she be so stupid? 

She was so worried about the dinner that she forgot to lock the door 
and even arm the house. A rookie mistake. She knew better. If she 

died because of something so small her brother was going to be so mad 

at her. 

At this point any smart person would call the cops, run, get the hell 
away from the house. But she was on the second floor and her phone 
was on the charger in the kitchen. Yup, her brother was going to be 
pissed. He taught her to be smarter. Adrian walked over her bed and 
lifted the mattress. Her brother taught her better indeed. She kept a 
pair of sharp scissors under her mattress for good measure. Alex 
wouldn't give her a hunting knife but she seriously considered 
investing in one. In any case she hoped that the scissors would 
protect her long enough to her her ass out of the house. 

She ran down the stairs, careful to watch her step. Luckily the 
stairs didn't creak as she ran down them. She ran over to the counter 
where her phone was charging not two minutes before. Now it was no 
where to be seen. _Fuck!_ There was nothing more she could do but get 
out of the house and to her car. Her heart was beating a hundred 
miles per hour, she was terrified. Adrian took a couple of deep 
breaths trying to calm down. She had to run, get out. Dinner be 
damned she was not prepared to die. When she heard the floorboard 
creak behind her, she turned around. A man twice her size was 
standing between her and her exit. He wore deep blue coveralls, it 
almost looked like a mechanics uniform. He was huge, not just in 
height but in built. She could see his defined muscles under the thin 
fabric of the sleeves. If she thought she was terrified before she 
was horribly wrong. His size was scary enough but what added to it 
was the white dirty mask he was wearing. From where he stood and the 
lighting in the room, the eyes looked like black holes. She couldn't 
see any skin besides his hands. In one of them was a big kitchen 
knife, not the one she'd been using to cut vegetables, the one in his 
hand was obviously his. It looked older, there was no shiny new metal 
gleam to it. She clenched the scissors in her hand tight as her 
stomach twisted in fear. She felt like she could throw up at any 



second. At first she was more prepared to fight, Alex had taught her 
how to defend herself from people because he knew she would need to 
at some point. But standing there even she knew it would be no use. 
He blocked the entrance to the kitchen, he had to be nearly a foot 
taller than her, he had the muscles she lacked and that knife would 
tear her apart if she got too close to it. All the fight she had was 
gone. What was left was utter terror. The man took a step towards 
her, knife still in hand. She was paralyzed with fear. He took 
another step towards her and she shrunk back into the counter. She 
wanted to scream, scream so loud her ears would bleed. But her voice 
was caught in her throat and she was finding it hard to breathe. 
_Fuck. . ._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : Yay or nay?** 


8 . Reunited 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own Halloween or it's characters . * * 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 

><pXstrong>Michael<strong> 

Michael watched as Adrian's eyes widened in fear while she held on 
tight to the scissors in her hand. Her face was pale and she looked 
like she was about ready to pass out. She was terrified, it was clear 
on her face and in the way she pressed herself up against the counter 
trying to get away from him. Michael hadn't intended to scare her. He 
walked into the house when her back was turned and she focused on 
something in the kitchen. When he fist saw her on the street she was 
carrying plastic bags into the house. She looked panicked as she took 
the stairs two at a time. He didn't notice it was her at first. He's 
just left his house, ready to go find information on his sister. He 
took the back way out of his house, cutting through the woods to the 
houses on the other side of the neighborhood that was closer to the 
main streets of town. He was observing the people near the houses 
when his eyes landed on her. Her face was out of view from his, her 

hair was a different color; no longer red but a light brown with a 

little bit of blonde. He instantly knew it was her. It was not easy 
to explain, he kind of felt it. Saw it in the way she carried 

herself, her nervous movements. He just needed to see her face to 

prove it to himself so he waited. Waited until she came back out of 
the house and over to the car in her driveway. He almost smiled when 
he saw her step out of the doorway. She didn't look all the same, the 
hair was of course different, then there was the built. She gained a 
little weight since she'd left, she looked nice. Her face was for the 
most part the same but she did look more mature, like she wasn't a 
kid anymore. In any case there she was, that girl, his girl. 

He wasn't able to stop himself from walking up to her door after 
she'd shut it. He gave the knob a test and it was unlocked. She 
should have known better. The door didn't make a sound when he opened 
it and even if it had she probably wouldn't have heard. Her head was 
in a cabinet under the sink, the sound of pots banging against more 
pots and pans echoed throughout the home. He'd shut the door silently 
not wanting his presence to be known just yet. That was when he'd 
disappeared up the stairs and made his first sound. While he was 



looking around, he had let a picture frame tip over because he didn't 
put it back carefully enough. He wasn't paying attention to it 
because he was looking at another picture of Adrian. She looked young 
in the picture, couldn't have been older than twelve. She was on a 
swing in the park, staring at the person who was taking the picture 
with a huge smile on her face. She looked happy, happier than he'd 
seen her in the short amount of time they knew each other. It was 
almost like she was a different person, that was another life. Once 
he heard the other frame fall he knew it would catch her attention, 
it was loud enough. He had to leave her room before she made it up 
the stairs. He took the picture of her with him as he left her room 
and moved into what looked like the master bedroom. He managed to 
hide in the dark shadows on the bathroom within the bedroom. She 
didn't notice him as she quickly glanced inside then she was gone. 
After she was in her own room he made his way down the stairs to the 
kitchen. He took her phone off the charger; moving it to a different 
spot for no real reason. He wanted to worry her, he didn't think he 
would scared her as much as he did. 

Now she was a curled up mess on the floor in her kitchen. _She 
doesn't recognize me._ He thought as he came to a stop just a few 
feet from her. He was almost sure that she wouldn't be as scared of 
him if she knew who it was. But how could he be sure. It had been 
three years, a little over since she'd seen him. In her absence he 
had done some terrible things. Perhaps in the time that she'd been 
away she somehow found out about them. Maybe she came to her senses 
and was now justifiably afraid of him, like she should have been from 
the beginning. The thought sent a type of emotion through him that 
he'd never felt before. It was almost like someone stuck a small 
needle in his heart and when he took a breath the pain swelled just a 
bit. It wasn't something that he would let show on his face but it 
was something he quickly took note of. He did not like the 
feeling . 

He knelt down to where Adrian was, as he did so she attempted to curl 
into herself even more. It was surprising to see her like this. Her 
legs were pulled up to her chest, eyes laced with fear and visibly 
shaking. Yet she wasn't crying, trying to get away from him or 
begging for her life like most people did. She was just silent aside 
from the breaths she was taking. He couldn't understand it. From the 
fear in her eyes, she thought he was going to hurt her but she was 
not trying to stop him. Michael quickly decided that he no longer 
wanted to see the horror stricken expression on her face. It didn't 
suit her. He wanted the Adrian he knew. The one that wasn't afraid of 
him. The one that wasn't afraid to be near him. Michael had to tell 
her who he was. He reached into the coveralls he was wearing that 
weren't zipped up all the way revealing the white t-shirt he was 
wearing underneath and pulled out the notebook he took from the 
sanitarium. He flipped to the last page he'd written on and presented 
the notebook to Adrian. Her hand was shaking as she reached up to 
take the notebook from him; her finger delicately enclosing on the 
bottom of the paper. But Michael didn't let it go as she lightly 
tugged on it. Confusion laced her features. Adrian hesitantly leaned 
forward to read what was on the paper, it was only one 
word . 

_Michael_ 

She looked up at him with squinted eyes. "I-I don't understand." She 
said quietly. 



Of course she didn't understand, she was still scared judging by the 
look on her face. Only now she was scared and confused because of 
him. She couldn't figure out it was him just yet. He wasn't being 
clear. Michael was a common name, Michael could be anyone. Though he 
had to wonder how the mask didn't set her off. Must have been the 
fear. Michael pulled the notebook from her grip, a little harsher 
than he intended and she quickly let her hand fall to her side. He 
wasn't known for being gentle. He flipped a couple of pages in the 
notebook, turning to one of the conversations they had before she 
left. Hopefully this would make her realize. He then held the book 
out to her again which he let her take this time. She brought it 
close to her face, reading the page. It was filled with "yes" and 
"No"s. Some answers were longer than others. 

Michael watched as she looked over the page with big green eyes that 
looked more or less innocent; probably because of the confusion that 
was still present. She allowed her teeth to drag across her bottom 
lip as she glanced at him again. He couldn't help but think that she 
looked. . . cute. Possibly, he wasn't sure. But out of all the things 

he'd ever heard to be considered to be cute, she was most likely one 
of them. Adrian then set the scissors that were in her hands down and 
let her shoulders relax. She also set the notebook down before she 
got closer to Michael. He didn't move and she moved to her knees so 
she was more level with him. Before he had a chance to react, her 
hands were on either side of his rubber mask, moving her face closer 
to him as she studied him intently. He could feel the warmth of her 
breath against his mask as she looked into his eyes. The sudden touch 
caused him to go stiff and his own breathing to hitch. This he hadn't 
expected but confusion began to leave her eyes as realization set in. 
"Michael, Michael Myers?" She was still so close to him that his 
slight nod caused the mask to make contact with her nose. 

Adrian let a smile form on her face as all traces of fear were gone. 
She then let go of his face and stood up with him standing up after 
him. He tried not to notice how he kind of missed the contact from 
her. He did little to try to fight the feeling of wanting her to 
touch him again. He didn't want this from any other person before, 
this reminded him of why he wanted Adrian back in the first place. 

She sparked new emotions within him that he tried to resist but also 
embrace at the same time. Not an easy thing to do. He was at a 
constant battle with himself. Back then and now. If he continued to 
see her it would happen a lot more. But right now he didn't need to 
think about that. He was just glad she was happy to see him and no 
longer frightened. Seeing her than way towards him made him sure that 
he didn't want to see that from her again, especially not if he was 
the one causing her fear. 

He watched her turn from him and focus on the stove. Every bit on 
tension in her body now gone. She was at ease, more than she should 

have been. Was she like this with everyone? Michael wished he could 

tell her to be more careful, to watch her back. She could get hurt. 

But he knew he wouldn't hurt her. He didn't want to and the one time 

he tried he couldn't. This wasn't because she was too nice, too 
innocent. He's harmed nice people before for being in the wrong place 
at the wrong time. It was something else, something he had yet to 
figure out. Adrian was not a normal person. No one else would be as 
comfortable around him as she was. She wasn't normal, she was 
different. Different was good for him. She was good for him. 



><p><strong>Adrian<strong> 

Adrian was aware that Michael hadn't stopped watching her every move 
since she'd picked herself off from the floor. Seeing him in her 
house had came as quite a shock to her. She thought of him every once 
in a while but she knew he was supposed to stay locked away for the 
rest of his life. He wasn't suppose to be roaming free, much less in 
Haddonfield. But there he was, in her kitchen being as observant as 
ever. She thought it was a little funny how the same feelings from 
before came back. How she could sense every time he moved his head to 
look at her. How she could feel his eyes on her back. It was too easy 
to tell that he was there. There was no tension in the air but the 
air was filled with his presence. It was hard to miss, for her it 
was. He was silent enough that any one else wouldn't notice him. As 
far as she could tell it was just her. Now that she knew who he was 
and that he wasn't going to kill her. Though she could have been 
wrong with that one. He could have been there to kill her. He had the 
chance to. She didn't think twice about touching him and she knew he 
didn't like that. However, he didn't hurt her, didn't even move her 
hands from his face. He stayed still. Even now he was staying still; 
looking at her as she moved about the kitchen. 

She'd momentarily forgotten that her parents were still coming for 
dinner. Michael being in her house didn't change that. If anything it 
made her a little nervous that he was there now. She hoped that he 
would stay quiet while her parents were in the house. That was if he 
didn't leave her house and disappear fisrt. He was capable of walking 
out without her knowing just like he was capable of walking in. She 
hoped he didn't leave though. She was happy to see him, someting she 
didn't think would happen again. Now that he was there she wanted to 
spend more time with him, talk to him. If he chose to write her more 
notes or even just sit in silence. She would be fine with that. She 
just wanted him there for a while longer. She was aware that she 
shouldn't have been so comfortable around him. Any sane person 
wouldn't be. She wasn't all that sane apparently. She would rather 
him stay than leave. She still wasn't afraid of him. Him being there 
didn't bother her. She guessed some things really don't change. 
Whatever she felt when she was with him was right on the surface. But 
she couldn't focus on that at the moment. She had to finish getting 
ready. Her parents were more likely to be early than on time. Her 
mother was always early to everything that was how she liked it. So 
she made her way up the stairs and to her room with Michael following 
closely behind her. He had no problem keeping up with her as she 
gathered her things despite his seemingly casual pace. 

When she was done gathering what she needed she headed for her 
bathroom. He tried to walk in there with her but she wasn't going to 
let him. Michael was Michael and sometimes he didn't get that there 
were some places that another person should not follow. On the other 
hand, she did understand this and the last thing she needed was 
knowledge of Michael standing in the bathroom with her while she 
showered. She wasn't ready for that. She was sure her heart would 
give out as it was already in overdrive with everything else that had 
happened so far. She positioned herself between the entrance to the 
bathroom. "Michael, I need to get ready. Alone. I won't take long." 
She shut the door and locked it before he had a chance to open it. 

She knew he could have broken through the door if he wanted to but to 
her relief he didn't. He respected the fact that she needed to be 



alone and she appreciated it. 


Adrian had just finished drying her hair when she heard the sound of 
a doorbell. _Oh god._ She turned to walk back to her room knowing 
that Michael would be right there next to her. She turned to look at 
him with a different type of fear. From his eyes she knew he wanted 
to know why however she didn't have time to explain. "You know that 
you need to stay out of sight." It wasn't a question. He couldn't be 
seen by others. He knew that and she knew that. By this time the news 
of his escape was out. They would be looking for him to take him back 
to Smith's Grove. Perhaps even somewhere else considering she had an 
idea of what he had to do in order to get out. Michael wasn't stupid. 
He wouldn't reveal himself but she did need to remind him of one 
thing just to be safe. "Don't kill anyone who comes upstairs." She 
didn't wait for him to respond before she left her room. 

**An hour later** 

"Because I don't want to go back home." Came the reply of a very 
frustrated Adrian who was borderline yelling as she stood from her 
seat. At this point she was on the verge of crying out of frustration 
and anger. For the last twenty minutes or so her mother and her had 
been going back and forth. Arguing about Adrian's choices and her 
capability to handle herself on her own. Her father tried his best to 
soothe the two woman in the room but all he got in return were glares 
from both of them. He couldn't intervene without choosing a side; 
essentially angering his wife or hurting his daughter. He didn't want 
to do either. They ignored his presence as they talked, bickered 
mostly. Her mother talked to Adrian as if she was a child throwing a 
tantrum. A child who couldn't understand the word "No." As if Adrian 
were asking permission to stay in her own home. She wasn't and her 
mother knew that which made her even angrier. For as long as she 
could remember Adrian gave into her mother's demand. Alex was always 
with their father which meant she was always with her mother. As a 
kid she didn't have the will to refuse her mother. If she was told to 
do something she did it, if she messed up she apologized. She tried 
to be a good little girl until she was tired of it. She grew up and 
things happened. Things that got her sent away. When that happened 
Adrian was alone, free of her mother. Now Sophia Rodriguez was in 
front of her daughter again, expecting her to obey her like she had 
done for so many years. That wasn't going to happen. 

Adrian was hesitant to have her parents over, more than sure the 
night would end in disaster. She wasn't wrong. Things had been tense 
in the beginning and now it was only getting worse. She was afraid 
that she wouldn't be able to fight for her own independence in the 
presence of the dragon lady known as her mother. Surprisingly enough 
the need to please her took a back seat towards the resentment she 
felt for being left alone with only Alex to come see her when he 
could. The love hate relationship she had with her mother was more 
hate than love at the moment. The feeling was growing the more her 
mom continued to talk to her as if she were no older than ten years 
old. It had been how long since she'd seen her parents? If this was 
how their first meeting was going to go; She could only imagine how 
living with them again would be like. Now that Adrian has established 
that she could not be pushed around anymore. Talking to Adrian was 
going to be like talking to a brick wall when it came to her leaving 
her new home. She was old enough to refuse, too old to be forced to 
leave. There was nothing her mother or father could do but they 
tried . 



"You don't have anything here that you can't have at home." Her 
mother said in an equally loud voice. 

Her daughter gave a humorless laugh. "I have school, a job, friends, 
a home and a life. I'm not going to give that up because _you_ want 
me to go home." 

"You can have all of that with us where you'll be safe." 

"I'm safe here . " 

"Are you?" Her mother raised an eyebrow at her. When she did that it 
was clear they were mother and daughter. "You're alone, Adrian. Alex 
isn't here to protect you." 

"I don't need Alex to protect me." 

"And what happens when you start to feel bad again. What will happen 
if you go back to the way you were? We won't be here to help 
you . " 

Her mother's voice dripped with venom. Adrian knew better than to 
believe that this was about her safety. This was about control. Her 
mother was used to being in control. She ran the household perfectly 
and didn't take kindly to people not listening to her. Her mother 
lost all control of Adrian when she began to ignore her. Maybe even 
before then. Her need to please her mother was still inside her but 
she pushed it down in favor of fighting for herself. It was something 
she'd never done before and something she had to do now. If she left 
with them then she would be under the control of her mother for the 
rest of her life. 

"I'll be fine. I'm better now." 

"Better now? You don't get better. It seems like you get better than 
something happens and you're back where you started." 

She was insinuating that Adrian would never be stable enough to live 
on her own. Adrian knew that which just made her even angrier. Her 
mother did not have a maternal bone in her body. She was a cruel 
woman who was questioning Adrian's progress and ability to survive 
without the help of others. This hurt the twenty one year old more 
than anything. The person who she fought for the most didn't think 
she could make it. She didn't have faith in Adrian. She was just a 
burden her mother had to deal with because Alex left. If Alex were 
still around her mother wouldn't be so worried because someone would 
be there to make sure Adrian didn't snap and off herself. 

She sighed. "I'll be right back." She sounded tired. She was tired. 
Tired of listening to her mother, tired of thinking she was doing 
better only to have her progress be belittled. Tired of defending 
herself when all she wanted was for her parents to see her as their 
daughter. Someone they loved not someone to judge. She knew this 
wasn't going to happen, at the moment she didn't even care. She 
needed to go to the bathroom to wipe away the tears that formed in 
her eyes. 

She turned to walk up the stairs leaving her parents in the living 
room to talk among themselves. When she reached the stairs, she saw a 



fuming Michael. His body was rigid, his hands tightly held on to the 
the knife in his hands. She couldn't see his eyes because it was dark 
but she knew what color they were. It was a sight that would frighten 
even the fearless of people. 
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><pXstrong>AN : This chapter took so long to write. I was almost done 
with it then half of it was deleted by mistake. Trust me I almost 
cried. It might have been a little longer before so I am a little 
sorry about that. I hope it's still good enough for you guys 
though . * * 


9. Real feelings? 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own Halloween or it's characters . * * 
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><p><strong>Michael<strong> 

To say that Michael was angry would have been an understatement. He 
was the living form of rage. For the past hour he had to sit back and 
listen while Adrian's parents, mainly her mother talked to her like 
she was an idiot. She spoke to her like she was a child. Using a 
condescending tone that made Michael want to rip her vocal cords out. 
It reminded him of how others used to speak to him when he was 
younger which only added to his rage. He listened while Adrian 
constantly repeated herself, growing more agitated every time he 
spoke. He could practically see the distressed look on her face. No 
one was listening to her while she talked, they went around in 
circles the entire time. He heard her mother indirectly insult her 
while she talked and the way Adrian responded made him think that she 
was used to it. She talked around it with so much ease, sticking up 
for herself as if she had been doing it her entire life. Perhaps she 
had. Adrian had told him only a little about her family. How it was a 
small one. Just her parents and her brother. She informed him of the 
strain relationship they had with each other, Alex being the closest 
person to her. He didn't imagine how at odds they were until he 
listened to them talk. It was tame compared to his family but still a 
lot worse than it should have been. He knew that the relationship 
between the children and parents shouldn't be anything more than love 
and acceptance. Even he was lucky enough to have a mother who cared 
about him. It made him understand why Adrian and Alex were so close. 
They only had each other; mother and father were just terms they used 
to describe the ones who raised them. He remembered Adrian saying 
that to him once. He understood why she said it now. He didn't need 
to be in the same room to know that they were all nothing more than 
strangers. Being related by blood didn't mean anything if they didn't 
have a bond. That was why he felt no remorse when he killed Judith. 
They too were strangers to one another. Strangers who hated each 
other. They had no bond, he hated her. Never did it cross his mind 
that there might be another family out there that suffered the same 
kind of issues. His were more filled with hateful words and physical 
confrontation. Adrian's was different but the same in a way. 

What was worse was that they kept going back to the subject of Adrian 
leaving. They wanted to take her with them to their house. Adrian 
refusing did little to make him feel any better about it. The fact 



was, they were trying to take her. Make her leave again. Have him 
separate from her so soon after losing her. His hands clenched 
tightly around the knife. He wouldn't let that happen. He had let her 
go willingly once and that was enough. The loss he felt was enough to 
last him a lifetime. Now that he had seen her again and those same 
small but noticeable emotions rushed to the surface he was sure that 
he wasn't going to let her go again. Having to kill her parents in 
order to keep her there with him would be but a pleasure after they 
way Adrian was treated that night. The only thing that was keeping 
him rooted to his stop and not tearing their hearts out was Adrian 
herself. She was still fighting to stay in her house, her voice 
didn't waver as she refused, anger creeping into her voice. She was 
refusing to let them break her down and he had to admire her for 
that. He saw the fear in her eyes when that doorbell rang, he could 
tell that she was a different kind of scared. Despite all that, she 
was standing up for herself and not backing down. His lip twitched 
inside his mask, almost turning upwards as he listened as her voice 
grew in volume. He didn't need to question why this girl was able to 
stir him in ways he didn't even know was possible. This was one of 
the reasons. Surprising him at all times when he thought he had her 
figured out in some way. He didn't, she was an interesting person. If 
her resolve had broken and she agreed to go with them, then they 
would have had a bigger issue to deal with. She was someone he would 
not lose again. No matter what had to be done. 

Michael moved towards the stairs when he heard Adrian said that she'd 
be back. He was still consumed with rage, still wanted to bury his 
knife in her mother. He knew she could see how angry he was. It was 
in the way she approached him slowly, carefully. "What are you 
doing?" She asked quietly as she came to a stop in front of him. He 
looked passed her, attempting to convey that he was waiting to murder 
her parents, listening for another insult thrown at her so he could 
walk down those stairs. She seemed to get the message as she sighed. 
"It's okay. That's just how they are. How she is." Adrian was used to 
how things were but he wasn't. He could see the familiar red rim 

around her eyes, he noticed that her eyes glistened with un-shed 

tears. Yet, she didn't seem upset. If anything she just looked tired. 
Michael didn't find that to be okay. It was far from it. Give him the 

chance and he would make their death as slow and painful as possible. 

As insignificant as he thought Adrian was when he fist met her, she 
was far from that now. He felt a certain protectiveness of her. The 
protectiveness he only ever felt for two people. She was another one 
that he would look after. With that came a certain ruthlessness. He 
would not hesitate to harm anyone that harmed her. That included her 
parents. He didn't care, he didn't take kindly to people that were 
cruel to those he held close. He didn't take kindly to anyone period 
so his level of patience with those people was at a negative to begin 
with . 

"Don't kill them." She said quietly as she walked passed him. He 
didn't turn to her for the longest time, contemplating her words. Why 
shouldn't I? They more than deserved to be killed after the way they 
had treated her. She wouldn't need to watch, she could stay in her 
room and he would clean up the mess. As if it never even happened. It 
would be so simple, so quick. . . well not for them. The want to see 

their blood shed grew as he thought about it. It wasn't about anger 
anymore, it was more fun than anything. Watching people he didn't 
like bed for their life amused him. Most times, killing someone 
didn't come as a second thought to him, sometimes he killed people he 
didn't even want to kill because they were in the way of getting 



something he wanted but he didn't enjoy it. The kills he enjoyed were 
of the ones he thought have wronged him or someone close to him. The 
ones who would taunt him, invade his personal space, talk down to him 
and the ones he cared for. Those were the few kills he did take a 
certain kind of sick pleasure in. Hearing their screams, watching the 
light fade from their eyes. It was at times like these that Michael 
knew why Loomis found him to be the living form of evil. He wasn't 
redeemable, he was a monster of the purest form. He was a nightmare 
and he didn't care. 

He turned around and followed Adrian to the bathroom, wanting to make 
sure that she was okay. While he allowed himself to indulge in the 
thought of hurting the people below, he knew he couldn't. It would 
hurt Adrian and he didn't want to hurt her. He pushed the thoughts 
away, lingering in the doorway and she splashed some water on her 
face. His eyes couldn't help but travel over her, focusing too long 
on the exposed skin of her back where her shirt rode up. Adrian was 
beautiful; he hadn't seen beauty for the longest time. Yes, he could 
acknowledge ones good looks but it meant nothing to him for a long as 
he could remember. Mchael didn't care about anything with that came 
not caring about a persons appearance. That was until he began to 
feel some things, small things for her. Now he had to notice how 
attractive she really was. He found himself resisting the urge to 
reach out and touch her skin. To see if it was as warm as he thought 
it was. He wanted to know what she felt like against him, her breath 
catching because he surprised her. What would happen if he just kept 
her where she was for the rest of the night with his hands feeling 
her hair, her face, running down her back. 

Michael averted his gaze to the ground, his thoughts almost becoming 
too much for him. He couldn't think of her that way, he had never 
wanted human contact before and he couldn't start to want it now. 

This was unlike him, then again wasn't all this unlike him? Him being 
kind to her, allowing her to touch him, not killing because someone 
told him to, his emotions. All unlike him. Endless rage was more of 
him, what he was used to. The girl in front of him was changing a lot 
of that. The violent part of him still there only not towards her. 

She was influencing him too much, if he wasn't careful he would lose 
himself in thoughts of her. Much like he did when he was locked up 
and away from her. He had to stay focus, he had to remember that she 
wasn't the only one. He had another goal, a sister to find. 

He heard her shut off the water and walk towards the entrance that he 
was blocking. Without looking at her, he moved to the side, allowing 
her enough space to slide past him. As she did so, her hand grazed 
his. The movement was quick, most likely accidental but it made the 
blood heat up just a bit more. He almost regretted letting her walk 
back down those stairs because the thoughts he tried to push away 
came back at full force. He had to fight to keep from pulling her 
back up the stairs and into his embrace that he wouldn't let her out 
of. Adrian held something over him, it wasn't power, he would yield 
to her. The only reason he did so that night was because it involved 
her family. It wouldn't have happened if it was anyone else causing 
her so much stress. It was something else, something less explainable 
that he wanted to explore it more. However he was also aware of 
dangerous that was. Not in a violent way, a much more problematic 
way . 

After nearly thirty more minutes of loud yelling, an endless string 
of profanities thrown by either party and the sound of a door 



slamming; Michael heard footsteps going up the stairs. He tried his 
best to stay rooted to his spot on Adrian's bed as the bickering 
continued. He wanted to stop the entire mess, hearing how fed up she 
was. More than once in the span of thirty minutes her voice cracked, 
alerting him that she was crying. However she didn't sound sad, she 
sounded angry and she yelled despite her tears. He did what she asked 
and stayed out of sight because he knew it was for the best, it 
didn't come without effort. From the corner of his eye, he was Adrian 
enter her room and turn on the light from her bedside table. The dull 
light let him see how shaken Adrian seemed. Her face was pale, her 
eyes puffy and rimmed with red, her body was tense yet her movements 
were sluggish as if she were exhausted. He watched her kick off the 
boots she was wearing and took her hair in front of her, gathering in 
her hands before putting it up in a ponytail. 

"Well that was fun." Her voice full of sarcasm as she went to sit 
next to him, her shoulders slumped in defeat. "I would have rather 
slid down a banister of razor blades in to a pool of alcohol." Her 
words summoned undesirable images of Adrian covered in her own blood, 
screaming in paid as she struggled to contain the pain she felt. He 
had no interest in seeing her that way, perhaps someone else who 
deserved such torture if torture had been his form of revenge. He had 
to appreciate that fact that she could say those words with such 
ease. He wondered what it would be like if she were addressing 
someone she was about to kill herself. . .Adrian wasn't that person. 
He knew that and he didn't want her to be. She had him to kill for 
her even if she didn't want him to. Still, the thought of her taking 
someone's life as such cruel words tumbled out of her mouth made the 
darkness inside of him, excited? He was a sick person indeed. He 
would never force her to do that but thinking about it would not make 
it come true. He could indulge, he accepted the change of thoughts. 
Not unaware of the fact that even if he was thinking about her 
torturing someone before killing them, he was thinking of 
Adrian . 

"Well, Michael. Now that everyone is gone, what do you want to do? 
Feel like talking?" He could hear in her voice that she wasn't 
serious. There was a hint of tired laughter in there. She was asking 
him these questions for her own amusement, knowing full well that he 
was not going to answer her. He'd be lying to himself if he tried to 
deny the fact that he thought about answering her out loud, if only 
once . 

Michael watched as Adrian allowed herself to lay down on her bed, her 
head lolled to the side as she looked up at him with tired eyes. She 
was exhausted, it was obvious to him. The evening had drained her 
psychically and emotionally. When she spoke her voice was hoarse from 
all the shouting she'd done. He knew she would fall asleep soon even 
though the clock on her bedside table told him is was barely past 
eight at night. He looked down on her from where he sat, his eyes 
focused on hers, she gave him a tired smile and he thought again 
about how she looked. How pretty he thought she was. He had to stop, 
get up and leave before his thoughts became any more clouded. As much 
as he reasoned with himself to leave, he didn't. He sat, kept eye 
contact with her in comfortable silence. She didn't say anything more 
to him for the rest of that night because shortly after her lids 
closed and she was soon asleep. 

Even after Adrian gave in to exhaustion, Michael watched over her. He 
sat for he didn't know how long just watching her sleep. Watching the 



rise and fall of hr chest. At some point he threw a blanket over her, 
noticing that she was shivering a little. He had to force himself to 
stop thinking about her. His thoughts were consumed by Adrian, 
nothing new but his mind was coming up with different images that he 
would like to see become reality. And he wasn't the person his head 
made him out to be. He was a monster, not gentle in any was. He 
wasn't capable of being close to someone without breaking them. He 
could not be something else, it was too late for him but the images 
in his head insisted otherwise. He would never be normal, he would be 
a killer until he died, the thirst for blood and vengeance too strong 
for him to fight. But his mind reasoned that he could be something 
else when he was with the girl he was watching while she slept. The 
smallest part of his mind reasoned that there was room for him to 
evolve. Not change, never change. He knew that part was wrong. He was 
what he was. No chance of him developing another part of him that 
would allow him to be anymore close to Adrian than he already was. At 
this point was too close, closer than he was with anyone 
else . 

Eventually he stood from his seat on her bed, knowing that he had to 
go. He still had things he needed to do. It was late at night, no one 
would be roaming the streets. He could walk without anyone seeing 
him. Michael didn't want to leave her, he would have been fine 
staying there for the rest of the night. However he knew it wasn't a 
good idea. He couldn't let himself sit there until she woke up. He 
could stay there until morning and beyond that. He couldn't give her 
all his time because he couldn't get even more attached than he 
already was. He was in too deep, he had to focus he had to find 
Angel. With one last look at Adrian, Michael walked out of her 
room . 


10. Nowhere to go 

**A/N: This chapter is a little bit different. I decided to go and 
see what Alex got himself into. So this chapter is going to be all 
about him. Might not be too long but I hope you 
enjoy . ** 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own Halloween or it's characters . * * 


* * 


* 


><pXstrong>Alex<strong> 

The sun way high in the sky, hot and cruel as Alex walked along with 
his fellow soldiers. He didn't know where he was because they 
wouldn't tell him. Whenever he had to leave so suddenly they wouldn't 
tell him where he was being shipped off to. All he knew was that he 
had to leave Adrian barely twenty four hours after finding out that 
his unit was being sent somewhere. He also wasn't going to be able to 
speak to her. Communication with anyone other than who he was with 
was hard to come by. But he was some place that needed him at the 
moment. He wasn't happy about it but this was his job, what he 
willingly signed up for. The past few weeks bad been unbearable. He 
was on edge all the time, keeping an eye out for a group of people 
terrorizing a small village in one of the hottest countries he had 
ever been to. He along with his unit had been assigned to protect the 
small village, a lot of the places surrounding them had been 
evacuated before the attacks happened. The people were scared. They 



didn't like him or the outsiders in the village when they first 
arrived. In fact they were still adjusting a few weeks later. But 
most of them were kind and understanding that all they was trying to 
do was keep them safe. He tried his best to soothe them but he 
couldn't be around them all the time. He was too busy keeping watch, 
making sure no one would catch them off guard. The people there were 
innocent, they just wanted a normal life but their country was at war 
with each other. With their government. He didn't pretend to know 
their struggles, knew that even if he tried he could not understand. 
It wasn't his place. His job was to protect the innocent not wage in 
on issues that had nothing to do with him. All he was there to do was 
make sure that no more innocent people were injured because others 
were too angry and lashing out. He was forced to carry around heavy 
equipment which included his bullet proof vest, he was used to the 
weight of his things. He wasn't used to the thin layer of sweat that 
covered his body. It was inescapable, always extremely hot, the sun 
showed no mercy and clouds were no where to be found. This was as 
good as it was going to get and he was going to suck it up. Alex knew 
that he would be fine as long as he stayed hydrated. 

Alex didn't know what time it was, the time wasn't main priority when 
he was working. But he guessed that it was over an hour ago that they 
heard a few shots a couple of miles away from the village. It didn't 
take them an hour to walk to the abandoned town nearby. It was one of 
the smaller towns, bigger than a village but not by much. The biggest 
difference being they had more buildings, more places to hide where 
no one would find them. His unit had spent the time trying to figure 
out if the source of the shots was there. Had the people left before 
they got there? They didn't have a truck to help them, the only one 
they had was kept at the base not too far out. It would draw too much 
attention. They did everything they could on foot; it was more quiet. 
They split up soon after reaching the small town, taking the chance 
to explore all the little buildings. For the most part it was all 
almost empty. The only remains of the people that were there being 
the smoke and dull fires that had yet to fade. Nothing else. It came 
as quite a relief to Alex. Whenever he went somewhere to see if it 
was clear, he expected the worst. Him and Adrian were similar in that 
way. expecting the worst yet hoping for the best. This was not the 
best but it was better than the alternative. 

He jogged to the center of the town, where they had all agreed to 
meet up. Most of his unit were already there, waiting for the rest of 
the men and women that went with them. None of them claimed to see 
anything, all was clear. At least that was what they thought. They 
were talking with each other when they heard a few shouts not far 
from where they stood. It sounded like there was a struggle between 
more than two people. Alex had to look around him again to notice 
that not everyone was there. He felt a sense of dread creeping up his 
spine as he heard the yelling grow even louder, some men shouting in 
a language he wasn't too familiar with. His body became tense as they 
all agreed to see what was going on, no one had emerge from any 
corners of the buildings since they'd been standing there. Whoever it 
was had found some sort of hiding spot. He was in the middle of the 
group of people he'd made friends with over the years. They jogged to 
the closest building almost sure that was where the sounds were 
coming from, it was too close to be coming from anywhere else. 

Alex and the rest of the unit failed to notice the lone male standing 
on the roof waiting. Watching as they all got too close to the 
building. He'd been hiding from them, knowing that they would be 



coming after they heard the shots. How own team were in the building 
below him, they'd caught two men off guard. None of them took kindly 
to the intruders in their country and they all wanted them gone. Or 
better yet, simply dead. It wasn't hard to lure them away from their 
base, at the first sign of trouble they came running. It would get 
them all killed. 

No one noticed the grenade then had been dropped in between the 
group. Without any warning Alex was sent hurdling back along with the 
rest of the group. His body slammed into a nearby wall before falling 
to the ground. The sound of gunfire rang in the air but he could 
barley hear it over the high pitched ringing in his ears. Dirt and 
smoke got into his eyes, covered his skin and made him gag when he 
tried to breathe. His vision was blurry making it difficult to see 
anything around him. All he felt was pain, pain in his chest, pain in 
his head if he wasn't mistaken the hit he took from the wall cracked 
his scalp causing a good amount of blood to cover the back of his 
neck and stain his clothing. Right now that was the least of his 
worries. Pain was everyone, the only thing he felt. He tried to stand 
but he wasn't able to. Not only was he dizzy but his leg was also 
injured. Worry began to consume Alex as the ringing became louder. He 
was in the middle of no where. His unit and him were stuck with no 
medical care, the place was abandoned, he was almost sure people were 
shooting at him but looking required him to move and he couldn't 
move. He had no hope of seeking shelter at the moment, no hope of 
getting any type of help until they reached some place with a 
hospital that was willing to care for him and the others. Even that 
would take a lot of effort. For the first time in a long while Alex 
was scared. Scared that he wouldn't be getting out of there alive, 
especially if he didn't care for his injuries, he only felt them. He 
couldn't see how many more there were under his clothing, how bad the 
one to his head was or how much he was bleeding. He was a little too 
close to that explosion much like the rest of the others. Yet he was 
still alive but for how long? How would he make it out of there when 
they had no where to go? 

Alex's heart was beating rapidly as his mind raced with thoughts of 
his younger sister. He hadn't planned to leave her but he did plan on 
returning home safe so that he could continue to watch over her. He 
was the only family she had, his parents just people that gave them 
shelter when they were kids. Adrian needed him just as much as he 
needed her. They were family. He couldn't leave her alone. He braced 
himself against the wall, biting back a groan of pain and he leaned 
against it for support as he stood up. His head was spinning but he 
didn't fall over yet. He had to see if the others were okay, had to 
make sure they were alive. His chest felt like it was on fire every 
time he took a breath and when he coughed some of his blood swelled 
up in his throat. This was not good. Tears of pain gathered in his 
eyes as he fell to his knees. His body was giving out on him, too 
tired to walk over to his friends although he could hear the same 
groans of pain coming from them. What was he going to do? Simply 
breathing was too much for him, keeping his eyes open was difficult, 
pain radiated from every point in his body. What could he do? Nothing 
if his body wasn't going to let him, he was much too exhausted to try 
and fight with himself. He leaned against the wall again, this time 
with his eyes closed. He couldn't keep them open anymore, everything 
was too blurry, his head hurt too much, he just wanted to sleep. It 
wasn't the best idea but it was all he had. He was a little mad at 
himself for not fighting harder, for not trying again. He had to 
comfort his aching body some way and the only thing that would help 



is the black abyss of unconsciousness . He let it overcome him, 
relieved when the pain began to dull. 
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><pXstrong>AN : This was a very short chapter. A lot shorter than the 
other ones I've posted so far. There wasn't much time to get into 
Alex's emotions, he was too busy with other things but I never got 
the chance to show you guys what happened to him. Now we know. Is he 
dead? I don't know yet, guess we'll just have to wait and see. 
Although he does have some pretty serious injuries. Head and chest 
trauma? Not good. I feel bad for my baby.** 


11. Contact 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own Halloween or it's characters . * * 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong>Adrian<strong> 

Adrian sat on her bed while looking out the window. It was a rainy 
summer day, the clouds were dark almost making it seem like it was 
the evening rather than mid afternoon. The raindrops fell heavy and 
loud outside, it echoed in her room. She'd just stepped out of the 
shower deciding that she needed to take one after she was forced to 
go to the grocery store before it rained and inevitably got caught in 
it once she got home. She was glad that she didn't need to work that 
day, sure that the store was pretty much empty. Most people wouldn't 
go out in the rain unless they needed to. She didn't need to so she 
was just going to stay inside and relax. Although she was a little 
disappointed, she had hopes of spending the day outside maybe in the 
park or some other place that would get her out of the house. Lately 
she'd been thinking a lot about Alex, how she hadn't heard from him 
in a while. Not that it was anything new, he had a job to do and he 
didn't call often when he was away. Still she couldn't help but miss 
her brother. Missed the noise he would make in the morning that would 
wake her up and annoy her. She missed when he would tell her to get 
dressed because they were going to do something fun when she wasn't 
working. She just missed having a person to be there with her all the 
time that she could talk to. He always made sure that she was 
entertained and she did the same for him because he could get serious 
when he wanted to be. She tried not to let it happen a lot, he was 
too young to think like an older person. For the last couple of years 
she'd forgotten what it was like to be alone without him. She'd 
forgotten the silence. While she did enjoy it from time to time, the 
constant silence could get a little eerie. It made her uncomfortable. 
She was bored and she missed her family. 

She had nothing to do; no one to talk to. Her friends were either 
working or at home, she wouldn't ask them to come to her house. 

People could barely drive when it was clear outside it was ten times 
worse when it rained. Michael had been gone for a few days, she 
hadn't seen him since the night of that horrible diner. She found 
herself thinking about him sometimes, wondered where he was and what 
he was doing. She even thought about whether or not he had actually 
been in her house or if the loneliness she felt was just driving her 
crazy. It was a possibility. Alex had been gone for a little over a 
month. It wouldn't surprise her if during that time her mind made 



Michael appear just to keep her company. But surely she wasn't that 
crazy. If her mind was going to conjure up anyone it should have been 
her brother. No, Michael had been in her house and he'd disappeared 
just as easily as he appeared. She told herself that she didn't miss 
him. She couldn't miss someone she hadn't seen in such a long time 
not even after seeing them again. It took spending a lot more time 
with a person to miss them. That was what she told herself because if 
she allowed herself to face the truth she would come to realize that 
it was quite possible to miss someone she'd only seen once in the 
last three years. It was definitely possible to miss that person but 
she didn't miss him. She didn't. She was just bored. That was all it 
was. She was bored and in the house on a rainy day by herself. Her 
mind had to be preoccupied with something. 

Adrian sighed and she fell face first on to her pillow, what was she 
going to do? She couldn't spend the entire day thinking of this 
person she did not miss. It would only make her restless, only make 
her wonder if he was coming back or not. Not that it seemed likely. 
But if it wasn't likely, why go to her house in the first place? Why 
would he enter her house and let her know it was him if he wasn't 
going to stick around for more than a couple of hours. More 
importantly why did he leave Smith's Grove. She never got the chance 
to ask him but she questioned it a few times. That last time she saw 
him, he showed no indication that he wanted to leave. He followed his 
routine to a tee, she had been with him for two weeks and never did 
he once stray or seemed unsatisfied with how things were. Then again 
she couldn't read his mind. She was sure no one wanted to stay there, 
all the patients probably wanted out. If that was the case, why did 
he wait so long. Fifteen years was a lifetime to wait to escape that 
place. He could have done it so easily before then yet he didn't. He 
waited and waited. What was his plan? Something had to be in 
Haddonfield. _Of course, Adrian. _ His home was in Haddonfield. He'd 
grown up there, it was all he knew. That was why he'd come back. 
Although she still could't understand what took him so long. But it 
wasn't like she was going to get any answers, he was no where to be 
found . 

She buried her head in her pillow suddenly tired. Whenever she had 
nothing to do and she was home in the middle of the day she always 
ended up falling asleep. It was another reason she didn't like being 
at at times when she had no one around her because then she would be 
up all night. Watching movies and eating food when she should be 
sleeping only to regret it in the morning when she had to work. Alex 
wouldn't let her take naps during the day for that very reason. It 
wasn't because he didn't want her being lazy, it was because Adrian 
was a demon when she was tired. Much like everyone else, she was very 
irritable and irrationally angry when she was tired and had to work. 
She would usually take it out on Alex but he had no room to complain 
because he was the same way. As the older brother he should have set 
an example but their bad sleeping habits started when they were young 
and carried on into adulthood. But Alex had a better excuse now that 
he was an adult. He had a girlfriend who kept weird hours thanks to 
her job at a hospital. It was a long distance relationship and nights 
were the times she was usually free to talk to him. It didn't excuse 
his unbearable behavior and Adrian would remind him of it every time 
he complained about her being a brat. Because she might be a brat but 
she was his brat sister that learned her habits from him. Who else 
did she have to look up to when she was a kid? 



><p>Adrian didn't know what time it was when she woke up all she knew 
was that some type of sound had disturb her nap. She turned her head 
towards the window, the light was fading. She had slept longer than 
she wanted to. Turning her head towards the door she listened for 
anything that resembled a doorbell or knocking; thinking that was 
what woke her up. She could have sworn she heard some kind of noise, 
yet when she listened closely she heard nothing. She sighed as she 
forced herself to get out of bed. On the rare times she did sleep 
during the day when she woke up she would be even more tired than 
when she went to sleep. She didn't know why but it made her lazy and 
she would feel bad about wasting her day afterwards. She sighed as 
she dragged her feet along the floor while she walked down the 
stairs. Now she was tired and hungry, not a good combination but Alex 
wasn't there to hear her bitch about it so she kept quiet as she went 
to the kitchen. Because her eyes were focused on the floor and she 
was still half asleep, she failed to notice Michael standing at the 
bottom of the stairs. He refused to move as she walked right towards 
him, she should have seen him by now but she didn't. She was too 
focused on going back to sleep after she got something to eat.<p> 

He stood where he was, he would get her attention eventually although 
it seemed that eventually would be when she walked right into him. A 
surprised yelp escaped her mouth as her head snapped up to look at 
him in shock. "You scared me!" She said as her hand came to rest on 
her rapidly beating heart. Her voice clearly showed how annoyed she 
was that he had surprised her. He was too quiet only noticing that he 
was there at the last minute. It was at that moment that she wished 
he would wear some type of bell that would alert her to his presence 
or even stomp on the ground when he walked. Something to show that he 
was there so that she wouldn't be shocked every time he showed up. If 
he kept it up she was going to have some serious heart problems at an 
early age. She could see that he was amused from the look in his eye. 
"Glad I can entertain you." She said sarcast ically as she pushed 
passed him; Knowing it wouldn't be possible unless he had let 
her . 

She noticed that he lingered farther away than he normally would and 
she couldn't help but wonder if something was wrong. Of course she 
didn't ask him as she grabbed a water bottle from the fridge and 
downed almost half of it in less than a minute. She was again 
surrounded by silence only this time she wasn't alone. He was there 
too. She wondered why. He really didn't have a reason to go back to 
her house unless he wanted to see her. His reappearance a few days 
before brought back memories. It also resurface some feelings that 
she hadn't really faced beforehand. Seeing him made her question a 
lot. She was consumed with thoughts of him many of the time and it 
frustrated her. She wasn't ready to face whatever it was that she 
felt. She didn't know if she could ever be ready to let herself 
figure out what it was. But she also kind of wanted to. She couldn't 
pretend that he wasn't there. She couldn't fool herself into thinking 
this was nothing. That she felt nothing and didn't want to know 
anything. Adrian was a naturally curious person and while. She knew 
that she would have to face all her thoughts and feelings eventually. 
She had to decide if she wanted that to happen now or later. Then 
there was Michael. It was possible that for him this was nothing to 
him. Maybe he was as bored as she was. Yes he had left Smith's Grove 
and ended up in her home but that didn't mean he left because of her. 
He could have been tired of that place. He could have just wanted to 
go home. Maybe he was just curious about what happened to her after 



she left and this was why he was there. She might have been 
rethinking the entire thing. She didn't know, he probably wouldn't 
tell her. The problem with a person like Michael was that you would 
never know what he was thinking or what he was going to do. He was a 
mystery that she wasn't going to solve. He wouldn't let 
her . 

"Michael." She said his name while she hopped up on the counter. He 
moved his head the slightest bit; letting her know that he was 
listening. "Can you come here?" 

She watched him with a small smile on her face as he walked over to 
her. When she asked, she didn't think he would come. He came to a 
stop near her. Close enough to reach out to him if she wanted to but 
not too close that she had to tilt her head up to look at him. Adrian 
tired not to think too much while he was in front of her. 

Overthinking was her specialty and right now it would only complicate 
things. She came to the conclusion that she wasn't a very smart 
woman. How could she be when she was at ease with a murderer so close 
to her. She also wasn't very sane if she had some sort of feelings 
for that same murderer. She could acknowledge that there was 
something very wrong with her. Though at the same time she couldn't 
have cared less. She wasn't trying to figure out all the ways she was 
screwed up, she didn't want to think about how this was only 
confusing her more. She didn't want to think period. She was tired of 
the contradict ing feelings and thoughts. She couldn't get her shit 
together and for just one minute she wanted to be calm. She wanted to 
stop thinking, take a deep breath and be. 

Adrian lifted her hand up and out to Michael; silently asking for him 
to do the same. She looked into his eyes while she waited for some 
sort of response. She didn't want to touch him without his permission 
again. She'd done it before and he let her get away with it. But she 

knew that he didn't like to be touched and when she'd done it she 

wasn't thinking. She was too busy processing the fact that he was in 
front of her. This time was different, she knew what she was doing 

and she didn't want to risk making him angry by invading his personal 

space. After a minute or two of him just staring at her, his hand 
came to rest in her much smaller one. She would be lying if she said 
she wasn't surprised. Of all the things, he willingly let her touch 
him . 

She pretended not to notice the spark of electricity that went 
through her when they made contact. She had noticed it before, in his 
room when she would rest her hand on his shoulder for a second before 
moving away. Or when he was working on a mask and he reached over to 
grab the paint or something. Occasionally his hand would brush 
against her arm. He didn't seem to notice but she did and in those 
moments her skin felt like it was set on fire. That one little point 
of contact was enough to have her hyper aware of his movements. This 
time the feeling was more intense as if her pent up emotions made her 
more sensitive to him. That had to be it because their was no other 
explanation as to why her skin suddenly felt so hot. Why she suddenly 
had to try extremely hard to stay where she was and not move closer 
to him. This little form of contact was preschool stuff, literally. 
This was the kind of thing you did in preschool. Adrian was no 
preschooler, she was an adult who had many more intimate moments than 
this one. Hand holding was nothing to her. So why did she feel so 
exposed? Why did simply holding his hand felt more satisfying than 
anything she'd done with a man before that time? Part of her thought 



it was because he let her. Being able to hold his hand was not 
something anyone else got to do. It wasn't something even she thought 
she wouldn't be able to do in her lifetime. She thought about it 
before, not holding his hand but being close to him for more than a 
few seconds. Before she accepted that it wouldn't happen. This was 
why it meant something more to her than simply holding some random 
guys hand. 

He wasn't some random guy. He was Michael. A man who made her 
question pretty much everything without needing to do much at all. 

She just needed to be around her. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p><strong>Michael<strong> 

Michael's hand instinctively tightened in her grip. Her eyes broke 
away from hers and down to their joined hands. She somehow managed to 
intertwine their fingers as they lay on the counter. It wasn't lost 
on him that before her he wouldn't let anyone else do this. Maybe his 
sister if he were walking with her across the street. Other than that 
there was no one he thought he would let near him. It was an innocent 
gesture, holding hands as he stood in front of her. It reminded him 
of something kids did or young couples. Only they weren't kids or a 
couple. They were just two people who somehow developed a strange 
unspoken connection. One that he didn't think he would have in his 
life. He didn't know what it was exactly. Only that he was okay with 
her doing things no one else could around him. He responded to her 
when he didn't respond to anyone. He let her get into his head and 
take residence in there. When he was around her he thought about 
things that previously didn't matter. He worried that he was changing 
too much. When he was with her, he wasn't easily angered or 
irritated. He was calmer than he ever was when he wasn't with her. He 
couldn't deny that she had some influence on him. That was something 
he didn't like. Didn't like the prospect of someone being able to 
persuade him to not do something. She hadn't seem him hurt anyone at 
this point but the problem was that if she asked him not to hurt 
someone he might consider it. He would end up doing it in the end 
because that was who he was but he would think about not doing it 
just because she asked him to. He wasn't a person who hesitated. But 
he did when it came to her. He didn't want that, didn't want someone 
to have that in her power. It made him feel a little weaker and 
Michael was not weak. 

He knew that when he left her again he would question his actions. 
Convince himself that he was an idiot for letting a girl get into his 
head the way she was. Whatever they had, Michael wasn't stupid enough 
to think it would last. He was a murderer with no regard to human 
life, he killed when he wanted to because he could. The only 
honorable thing he'd ever do would be protecting his sister. Even 
that plan didn't come with some blood shed and serious trauma for the 
people involved. He wasn't a good person, he was barely a person. He 
knew the consequences of what he did, knew it was wrong but he did 
them anyways. Because he didn't care. His life until that point had 
been defined by death and pain. It was what made him who he is. He 
took comfort in that, it was what he knew. He didn't know what his 
life would be like if he didn't do those things. It was something he 
never thought about because he accepted that part of himself. He 
could even take some pleasure in it on some occasions. He was the 
complete opposite of Adrian. He was evil, he knew this. She wasn't. 



She was one of the most innocent people he'd met. She had some deep 
seeded parental issues but in this day and age who didn't? She told 
him that she wasn't the most emotionally stable person out there but 
even that was nothing compared to how he was. She wasn't bad, she was 
good. She was human with full emotions she knew how to process to 
some degree. She smiled, she laughed, she spoke actual words and 
didn't mind people touching her. She didn't lash out. Not that he 
knew of. All he knew of her was that she went through a bad time. 
Unlike him, her mistakes made her redeemable. She had a chance at a 
life. A life she deserved. He didn't. He would forever be a monster 
to everyone and he was okay with that. He didn't want a normal life 
he only wanted his sister. Everything else meant nothing to 
him . 

Michael should have left the girl, shouldn't have returned again 
after that night. She would have moved on without him like she did 
before. He would have focused on Angel and kept her safe like he 
planned to do from the beginning. He had no real reason to return to 
Adrian. Yet he did. He entered her house that day to find her 
sleeping in her bed. He watched her for a while more than sure that 
he should have left. She didn't know he was there. He could have 
walked out and not come back. It would have been better that way. By 
alerting her to his presence for the second time that week, he was 
putting her in danger. He was dangerous and unpredictable. He had no 
reason to bring Adrian into the life he led. He knew that it could 
and probably would hurt her in the end. He hurt everyone he ever came 

into contact with. It was just how things went. 

Even though he knew all of this, even though he should have left and 

never came back. He stayed. He stayed with Adrian in her house 

holding her hand. He had thought about her a lot when he was away 
from her. Eor the past few days he had been looking for anything that 
might tell him where his sister was or if she was still alive. In the 
downtime when he ventured back into his empty home, he would think 
about Adrian. More than once he considered going back to her house 
but he resisted the urge to see her. He was convinced it was for the 
best. While he was very strong psychically, his control over himself 
wasn't the best. He ultimately failed to stay away from her. His 
thoughts only making him want to see her to the point of need. He 
couldn't stop himself from going back to her house. She was in almost 
every thought he had. Needing to see her became too much for him and 
he knew that the only way to calm everything inside of him was by 
seeing her. This was possible to do from a distance. He could have 
followed her. Though he realized that he didn't want that. He wanted 
her to be aware his presence. He wanted her to look at him like the 
way she was looking at him now. He wanted her to focus on him for the 
time being and nothing else. He was becoming more selfish that way. 

It started in Smith's Grove. Not wanting her to talk about someone 
else when she was with him. Not wanting her to focus on anything 
other than him. He became more selfish as he spent more time with 
her. Not being used to someone always with him and around him he 
quickly became greedy with the attention he received from her. Always 
annoyed when someone came along and interrupted them. 

Michael took a step closer to Adrian; his other hand reaching up to 
bury itself in her hair. His fingers ran through the soft strands 
letting them fall through before placing his hand at the base of her 
neck. His thumb ran over her cheek in a circular motion. He thought 
about doing this before, most recently when he was in his house and 
he wanted to see her. He was curious what it would be like to touch 



her face. For once he wanted to be the one who initiated contact. She 
had surprised him too much in the time she knew him. Reaching out to 
touch him without thinking and it shocked him so much that he would 
let it show in his eyes. His breathing would stop momentarily while 
he processed what she'd just done. He wanted to be the one who 
brought out a similar reaction from her. He wanted to know if it 
would have the same effect. It was his turn to surprise her. To his 
pleasure, he got the reaction he wanted. He watched as her eyes 
widened slightly as his hand came up. When it touched her cheek, he 
heard her breath catch in her throat. It was almost silent but he had 
perfect hearing. A tint of light pink appeared on her cheeks when he 
touched her, her skin warmer to the touch. He was sure his was as 
warm as hers, the contact sending a few sparks through him. Finally a 
smile appeared on her lips as she tilted her head into his hand. Her 
other hand rested over his as she let a laugh escape her lips. It was 
a shaky laugh, quiet, almost nervous. Though she wasn't acting the 
way she usually did when she was nervous. There was no hint of 
distress in her eyes. There was something else in there. Something he 
couldn't pin point. Michael decided that he liked the look on her 
face, the smile, the eyes, the color on her cheeks. If this was what 
it would take to have her make the same expression when he was around 
then he would have to touch her more often. He couldn't lie that his 
was for his benefit was well. He liked the warmth of her skin, how 
soft it was. It made something stir inside of him. Something that 
made him want to get closer to her. Every time he was near her things 
became more dangerous. He ventured to a knew place he'd never been 
before. Instead of pushing it away like he normally would, he 
embraced it. Because it was Adrian. Adrian made him want to feel more 
things even if it was for a short amount of time. When he was with 
her the monster was quiet because he also enjoyed the things she 
brought to the surface. 
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><pXstrong>AN : Adrian was shutting me out when I was writing this so 
it wasn't easy to get what she was feeling but nonetheless I hope you 
enjoyed the chapter. I'm sorry if this isn't the Michael you hoped 
for when you started reading the story but there are different 
versions that I played around with before I landed on this one. A 
little bit obsessive and a little bit human. I think I like the idea 
that there is a different person inside of him. Let me know what you 
guys think. Do you like this version of him or no?** 

**This chapter takes place after Alex's accident probably about two 
days after. She'll find out what happened soon enough. I know I had a 
couple of more chapters to get through before I reached the point 
where I left off but with the new chapters popping up who knows how 
many more I might have added so I decided to update when I got to 
this chapter but I saved the others as references in case I decide to 
keep things close to the same.** 


12. Crossing Paths 
**Adrian** 

The next day all Adrian did was work. Pulling doubles at her job was 
nothing new. She didn't do it because she needed the money, although 
it didn't hurt her to earn it. She did it because she liked her job. 
She was the second person to know of the new books they were getting 



aside from the owner and the person who put them on the selves. She 
got to have time to herself as she stocked new merchandise in the 
morning before the store opened. She was able to make the displays 
and decide where things went because her boss trusted her enough to 
do so. Her job was the main reason she left her house other than 
school. Yes she had friends but Adrian wasn't one to go out everyday. 
If it were up to her she would just stay home when she could. Though 
she knew that wasn't healthy, hence working the extra hours. It 
motivated her to be active and talk to people. Working at a bookstore 
wasn't nearly as difficult as working in a big chain retail store. 

She heard stories of what some employees went through and she was 
lucky enough to say that she didn't get it quite as bad. For the most 
part she suggested books to people and answered their questions. Most 
of the people that walked into the store were regulars, people she 
was familiar with. It was sort of like talking to old friends, it 
didn't make her nervous anymore. 

However, Adrian couldn't deny that the main reason she stayed at work 
that entire day was because she didn't want to go home to an empty 
house. Whenever Alex went away, there came a short time when she got 
a little depressed and she had to force herself out of the house so 
that she would stop worrying about him. What he did came with some 
high risks and he had told her stories about some of the things 
that's happened before. Sometimes those stories would worm their way 
into her head until all she could think about was him getting hurt. 
That morning she had a gnawing feeling in her chest. As if something 
wasn't right, something has happened. This feeling wasn't new to her. 
She felt off from time to time. Bu she just couldn't shake it. The 
entire day she did her best to distract herself. She stocked, she 
talked to people, she got coffee for herself, she ordered some new 
things. But whenever she had a couple of minutes to herself she 
thought about Alex. She thought about where he was, how he was, if he 
was hurt, if he was hiding or helping people. Question after question 
came to mind; made her nearly panic. It was a bad day for her but she 
did her best to push through it. She didn't let anything that was 
going on inside show. 

"Adrian . " 

Adrian was grabbing her second latte of the day when she heard a 
familiar excited voice behind her. She turned and felt a smile form 
when she saw Laurie Strode standing in front of her. 

"Hi." She replied, letting her free arm embrace the teenager in a 
small hug. 

Adrian met Laurie a few months after she was able to go home. Adrian 
was at the bookstore one day browsing through the shelves as she did 
often because she didn't have any friends, she had no idea how to 
strike up a conversation with someone who wasn't in scrubs with a 
plastic band around their wrist that had their name printed on it. 
Laurie had surprised her one day when she made a comment about the 
book she was looking at. Adrian was more than a little shocked that 
someone had spoken to her. Even more so that it was a teenager with 
an interest in books. Adrian wasn't much older than the blonde but 
since returning to haddonfield she did notice that the teenagers were 
a bit different than she remembered. Perhaps that was because she'd 
been away for a while and didn't get a chance to be wild and 
carefree. In any case, the two girls ended up talking for a short 
while. After that they became quick friends. Adrian saw Laurie as a 



younger sister in a way. Her family was nice, they didn't hesitate to 
welcome Adrian into their home the first time she stopped by the give 
Laurie a book. They were like a family out of a movie. Adrian 
couldn't deny that she was a little envious of her family. Adrian and 
the teenager weren't the best of friends but they were close. Laurie 
often sought out Adrian to ask her for her advice on things. Adrian 
would happily offer it and would ease the teen of her 
worries . 

"How's your summer going?" Adrian asked once she let the girl go. 
Finally noticing that Anne was with her. It wasn't unexpected. The 
two were almost joined at the hip. They were very different but it 
seemed to make them closer. Adrian offered the brunette a warm smile 
that was quickly returned. On occasion they engaged in some polite 
conversation. Though they weren't that close either. Adrian was sure 
Anne would have preferred being closer to Alex than to her. Typical 
for a teenager and nothing she took offense to. Her brother was a 
charmer in his own way. 

"Not bad, I've been taking some summer classes trying to earn extra 
credit . " 

"Instead of having fun like the rest of us." Anne responded in a 
mocking tone with a smirk to match. Laurie rolled her eyes not 
bothered by her response. Adrian could almost hear the fun speech 
Anne had given Laurie the moment she mentioned summer classes. Laurie 
ranted to Adrian about it. All the blonde wanted to do was graduate 
as quickly as possible so she could start her life. Adrian would 
often help her study after the store was closed. 

"Summer classes can be fun if you enjoy the subject." Adrian replied 
in Laurie's defense. Anne did little to hide her fake gag but neither 
of the other two mentioned it. 

"Hey, how's that hot brother of yours?" Anne asked abruptly, causing 
Laurie to give her a death glare. Anne didn't know that Alex was away 
but Laurie did. She had come over the morning he left to keep her 
company. They talked about Alex a lot. Laurie was an only child and 
wanted to know what it was like to have a sibling. Adrian would tell 
her stories while they ate things that were bad for them. However, 
that morning Laurie did her best to keep the woman's mind off of 
Alex. They talked about books, watched some movies, went out to the 
park. Laurie didn't tell Anne that Alex wasn't around. She wouldn't 
have cared as much aside from having one less guy to look at. 
Naturally Anne had to bring him up in Adrian's presence. The dark 
haired girl wasn't oblivious to the look her best friend gave her or 
the fact that Adrian's smile turned from genuine to fake in an 
instant . 

"Alex was sent overseas." Adrian said after a minute of 
silence . 

Anne didn't say anything more about Alex and the three females went 
on to have a pleasant conversation on the importance of Summer and 
how it was made for students to have fun. All three of them were 
oblivious to the figure watching through the window of the store as 
they laughed and drank coffee. 



><pXstrong>Michael<strong> 


Michael had walked around the small town countless of times since he 
came back. Between seeing Adrian, his time was dedicated to finding 
his baby sister. He'd made his way through the old newspapers that 
the library kept. He found articles about that Halloween night. He 
read what the reporters called him. A monster, inhuman. He wouldn't 
disagree with those words. He read about his mother's suicide; read 
the name of the police officer that found her, what the house looked 
like. He noted that his mother was reduced to the woman who gave 
birth to a killer. They hardly used her name; instead referring to 
her as "Michael Myers mother." It was like she wasn't even a person. 
Her identity was linked with him, in his trail of blood. Although 
nothing in the article said anything about the baby that should have 
been in the house. It was said that she was alone. That couldn't be 
on the count of his mother had no one else to take care of Angel. No 
other friends willing to do it, no family in the area. Angel would 
have had to been in the house. Michael then took note of the police 
officer; more than sure that he had something to do with his sister 
seemingly disappearing. Someone had to know where his sister was and 
the cop was the first place he was going to start. He was able to get 
the officer's photo from the article after that it wasn't difficult 
to find him. He was still in Haddonfield, still an officer turned 
sheriff. All Michael had to do was wait outside the station for him 
and then follow the man home. Luckily he didn't have a big family, 
just a daughter who was hardly home. He watched them for a couple of 
days. Noticed how they interacted with each other. Both seemed to 
live separate lives for the most part; only coming together when it 
was time to wrangle the girl in. He knew getting into their house 
wouldn't be a problem. They didn't take much caution in security. 

Most likely because they thought no one would be idiotic enough to 
break into the sheriffs home. Though Michael wasn't doing it to rob 
them of anything. He just wanted information. He wouldn't hurt them, 
unless they got in his way. 

Looking in the Sheriffs home didn't take him more than a couple of 
minutes at most. He had an office that he kept his stuff in. His desk 
drawer had copies of Angel's adoption papers in there. He also had a 
copy of her medical report. It did state that she was found in the 
house with his mother. She was fine but screaming her head off when 
someone found both of them. The sheriff didn't want Angel's name to 
be mentioned as he then later watched over her as her adoption went 
through. There wasn't much after that. No recent picture of her, no 
telling if her name was the same of if she lived close by. All he got 
was the name of the people who adopted his sister. Last name Strode. 
It wasn't what he wanted but he did go from there. He searched the 
town for that name. To see if there was a trace of them living 
anywhere in the area. He shouldn't have been surprised. Finding 
Brackett was too easy. Now he had to work in order to find the family 
that took in his sister. He was a little annoyed that it would take 
longer now. Maybe a few more days or weeks. The town wasn't big but 
it also wasn't miniature. Michael could only do so much on foot while 
he was trying to stay out of public eye. He already had to forgo his 
mask in the streets. Actively choosing to show his face to strangers 
that walked passed him in order to go unnoticed. For the most part it 
worked. He walked without people staring. Well without people staring 
because of his mask. He was still taller than most and intimidating 
to be near because of his build. One way or the other he stood out 
and got a few looks . 



Not wearing a mask was a new thing for Michael. He wore one for 

fifteen years and wasn't too please to take it off for a couple of 

hours. He felt naked without it and it took a toll on his mood. How 

could he even think that taking off his mask was a good idea? Sure it 

would draw attention to him but it would make him more comfortable. 
It's not that he cared what people thought of him, he couldn't have 
cared less. It was more of what he thought of himself. When he was a 
child he remembered telling his mother than the reason he hid his 
face was because he was ugly. It was true to some extent. The child 
in him thought very poorly of himself. Probably because he heard the 
same thing being said about him countless of times by his sister and 
a few fellow classmates. Michael wasn't hurt by this. He accepted it 
fairly easily. The mask wasn't solely meant to hide his face but 
rather hide himself. Michael withdrew from the world completely. He 
had no desire to speak or interact. Making masks was his only source 
of entertainment and he wore the masks more and more as he talked 
less. He wouldn't be able to explain it properly if he tried but the 
mask filled in the void. Sealed off what was left of him inside until 
he was only a shell. Walking the streets without it felt unnatural. 

He took comfort in the fact that he didn't see the same person twice. 
It was unlikely that he would see someone he walked by again unless 
he went into a shop. Michael was just another person on the 
street . 

Michael was about to head back to him home when he heard a loud 
irritating voice behind him. "Strode!" Rang loud in his ear as a 
brunette with shoulder length hair ran past him ramming his shoulder 
on the way by. He saw her stop momentarily to catch up with another 
person in front of him. It took him only a second to realize that the 
brunette was the Sheriff's daughter. 

Michael watched these two teenagers as they raced across the street, 
not bothering to see if any cars were coming. The strode girl pulled 
the sheriff's daughter into a bookstore quickly before she could walk 
by. He kept his distance as he watched them. The fact that the 
brunette yelled out Strode was not lost on him as the two momentarily 
disappeared from sight. His mind went quiet for a second as he looked 
at the blonde teen. Could this have been the person he was looking 
for? Was this his sister? Many people had blonde hair and it wasn't 
mentioned in any paper he read that the Strode 's had other children 
but it was possible. They could have three children for all he knew. 
Although if they did, one of them was his sister. Maybe this wasn't 
Angel. Maybe this was a person who could lead him to her. However he 
couldn't shake the feeling that he had seen her before. She had 
something similar about her. A sense of innocence that he recognized. 
Michael had to find out if this was Angel or someone that held the 
key to finding her. 

Before he could stop himself, Michael crossed the street and stood 
outside of the bookstore looking in through the window. He stood a 
few feet away so not to raise suspicion from anyone inside. From 
where he stood he had a clear view of the two girls and their new 
companion. His thoughts quickly shifted from Angel to someone else. 
Her face was hidden from him as the brunette was partially blocking 
her. But he didn't need to see her entire face to know who it was. 
Michael thought about the woman often and usually had to force 
himself to stay away from her and look for his sister. It was the one 
person that made her way into his head without even trying. The only 
one he responded to when she asked him to. He had to actively fight 
in order to pry his eyes off of her and focus on the other girls. 



From they way they all were around each other it seemed like they 
knew each other fairly well. Maybe he could ask Adrian about the 
family. Find out what she knew; if she knew anything. He decided that 
he would pass by her house later that night. He did his best to 
convince himself that the only reason he was going to see her was 
because he had questions. The look in his eye suggested otherwise. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : So, so, so sorry it took me so long to update. I've 
been lacking a bit of inspiration due to stress. But I promise you 
that I am still 100% dedicated to this story and determined to keep 
updating. I know this isn't the longest or most detailed chapter but 
it was the best I could do at the moment. I am currently working on 
the next chapter. I do apologize if Michael taking off his mask upset 
you guys. It happened in another chapter before I rewrote the story. 
It just makes sense to me but I know it's highly unlike him.** 

**One last thing, I want to hear from you guys and kind of see where 
you want this story to go. I know ultimately I can't please everyone 
and I myself know where I'm heading with this. However I do want you 
guys to enjoy the story as much as I am. If I can add an extra murder 
here and there, a kiss, or an angry Michael for you guys then great! 
Suggestions are always welcome because we all know that anything can 
happen in a fanfic. ;)** 


End 
f ile . 



